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Prologue


The dark room beckoned like an intimate friend. In a far corner a match scratched on a rough, concrete wall. The brief, initial flare highlighted a sweet, angelic face, the top half covered by a dark cloth blindfold, the lower portion by a thin, white strip that wound tightly across the mouth. Voluptuous, separated lips curled around red packing that he realized were women panties, probably more than one pair. A lot more judging by the woman’s bulging cheeks. The flaming match continued down the woman’s right side. Shadows flickered across smooth, bare shoulders. Full, pale breasts with little brown aureoles and erect nipples held his gaze for more than a moment. The flame continued downward, then stopped at a small table, about waist high, and lit a red candle in a brass holder with thumb ring. A wide base served to catch dripping wax, already half full. The candle light played across the woman’s flat stomach, firm thighs and far below hinted at thin ankles and side by side feet.

A perfect naked vision – bound tight in rope.

Cinched and knotted in every possible place, the braided rope cut in to the pale, unblemished skin and tied her to a sturdy, dark wood pole. The rope wound about the ankles, below and above the knees, over the thighs, around the waist and crisscrossed the breasts. The arms too were tied, although these were mostly hidden except for the upper parts. She stood absolutely still, but that changed gradually to undulating shivers from the top of the head to the feet.

A black gloved hand lifted the candle holder, held it next to the woman’s face. Her short, just recently and shoddily cut light blonde hair a reflective beacon. When long it must have been quite an attractive sight so cutting it so badly must have been a punishment. The other black gloved hand pulled up the blindfold. Two large, cotton pads fell to the floor, landing just beyond manicured toenails. Saucer eyes blinked in the sudden light and at last fixated on the newcomer. The hand yanked down the gag and the visitor counted five pairs of soaked panties that were slowly drawn out from the woman’s mouth. They too joined the cotton pads on the floor.

The darkened figure wrenched the woman’s face sideways. She gasped and a terse, muffled voice spoke so only she could hear, then half-slapped, half-turned her face back to the visitor.

‘Conover wants you to - ‘

The gloved hand stabbed out, pinched a nipple - hard.

‘I’m sorry! I’m sorry!’ the woman cried. Her eyes squeezed shut in a grimace, but when the fingers released the nipple the woman sighed - not in relief but pleasure - and licked her lips. ‘Please, please, don’t st - ‘ Then she caught herself. ‘I mean, I mean, I’ll do better, I promise.’

The hand remained to rest on the tit, a silent threat, or more like a promise, that she would suffer if she did mess up again. The blonde woman drew a few deep breaths.

She said to the visitor, trying to keep her voice steady, ‘I want to know if you’re really ready for this.’

‘I am,’ said the visitor. He kept his voice low, an attempt to demonstrate resolve and strength. ‘I made my choice when I responded to your initial offer all those months ago.’

Muffled voice, then the woman said with a quaver. ‘Let us b-be clear. Now there is no turning back.’

‘Yes,’ he said. ‘Of course. Sorry.’

Quick words. Angry tone. The blonde woman: ‘Don’t you ever say that word again!’

The visitor nodded and the silence lengthened. The woman’s eyes remained fixated on him but didn’t say anything more. The almost disembodied gloved hand massaged her breast, as if considering whether to deliver to the woman more pleasure through pain, or perhaps thinking if the visitor was really committed to the agreed course of action.

More muffled speech. The woman, who still quivered in the ropes, nervously licked her lips and struggled to catch every word so they would be repeated without error. She had slipped when she had said ‘Conover’ and not ‘I’ and had paid the price, or received a reward, depending on the point of view. Yet now, even in the dim candlelight, the nipple shone bright red.

‘You’ll be texted an address and a lady’s name,’ the woman parroted. ‘She owns a restaurant - Le Fouet Enroule. Arrangements have been made. Go to her.’

‘A lady?’ he said. ‘But I thought you - ‘

More muffled whispers. ‘Enough questions!’ The tied up woman tried to sound forceful, authoritative, but it came off as desperate, almost pleading. ‘I’ve been patient long enough…way too long. Do this!’

‘No. One more question,’ he said, the nascent dominance in him now active. ‘Why will this lady help me?’

A pause, then: ‘The slave you see before you is… is gifted to her.’ The blonde hesitated just for a moment, but he could see that she fought back tears. Still, she carried on with the task at hand. ‘She now owes me and will complete your training. Go now.’

Crossroads. That’s what he was at. For the last five months they had done this little dance; him getting training videos of bound women, then him trying new skills on live flesh on the same woman from the video, dominating them per instructions, testing his willingness on how far he would go, what he was comfortable with, and going beyond his self-imposed limits. He learned how to wield the whip for pain and punishment, and for pleasure and reward. He learned how to tie knots so that a woman begging for mercy or pitiless severity couldn’t escape either. Taking a cringing female slave beyond the edge of endurance and bringing her (and himself) intense pleasure from the pain. Now, at the last, he wasn’t about to lose his nerve.

‘You don’t have to worry about me,’ he said. ‘I haven’t come this far to turn back.’

A pause, maybe thinking this novice might actually be speaking the truth, or not. Then, at last, more whispers.

‘Do what we’ve agreed on,’ said the woman. ‘But also don’t rush. Lay your groundwork. Prepare. And even though we’ll never meet like this again, I will watch you.’

The gloved hand twisted the blonde’s nipple again, harder than before. She threw her head back, mouth open, her scream almost enough to pierce eardrums. Before she finished the hand stabbed down, forced its way between her legs until, by the tied woman’s reaction, the visitor knew her pussy had been breached.

‘Oh! Oh!’ she breathed. ‘Oh, ma - ‘

A silhouetted figure crossed in front of the tied up woman, just barely taller than her. The candle dropped to the table. How the holder stayed upright and lit defied logic. A hasty back hand slap from the figure cut off the woman’s moans while…

‘Just one more question,’ said the visitor. ‘You could have texted me, even sent me a letter to tell me all this. Why did you bring me here? To this…club?’

The dark figure leaned in to the woman’s ear. The woman spoke, just barely above a whisper. ‘So that you could see that everything I tested you on I also do myself.’ The dark figure shoved the hand further up the woman’s pussy. The woman gasped but also said, ‘You…You c-can stay…if you w-want.’

The visitor thought about it; tempted to watch the legend at work. But then he also thought - another test? While he weighed the pros and cons the dark figure drew forth a penis gag and shoved it down the woman’s throat. Another dildo thrust out from the outside end, the flesh colored rod curving slightly up in to the air.

‘No, I won’t stay,’ the visitor said. ‘Like you said, I’ve got a lot of work to do. And I’m not into watching.’

The dark figure nodded; an action that indicated to the visitor that he had made the right choice and passed the final test.

The visitor left them, climbed a set of rickety stairs, padded across a rich Persian carpet in a narrow hallway and emerged out to the cold night. He was in a good part of the city, a place where people would never think such things would happen. It was quiet, everyone snug in their beds, except for a few; himself, for one, and the other two that he had left alone in the basement. He knew better than to overstay his welcome; the last five months had taught him something about his mysterious teacher. But from what he knew, or what he assumed, certain things in this series of encounters just didn’t make sense, like that penis gag with the other end sticking out in the air. Yet, he didn’t question it too closely. Some things were just better left alone.




Chapter One

The Call

I don’t know my name. Jane Doe appears on the hospital forms. It’s better than nothing, I guess, but no one could tell me much beyond that. I’m about thirty, medium length dark blonde hair, fair skin, with grey eyes. Whoever I am I’ve kept my body in good shape; toned, thin waist with no hanging stomach and the ass is in decent shape. Breasts aren’t sagging, in fact they’re pretty good if I say so myself, but none of that helped answer the burning question: Who am I? And no one else at the hospital could either. It didn’t matter how demanding or shrill I got; they just didn’t tell me anything more. Not until they threatened me with tie down straps did I give up bugging them.

‘Be patient, young lady,’ the harried shrink of an old man at the hospital psych ward said. ‘You have just come out of a coma. You must have undergone some kind of shock. There are treatments that will help. You’ll eventually remember. Eventually.’ But after he rushed away to his next hopeless patient I knew that if I wanted to find out about myself then sitting in a dingy day room with a bunch of other poor medicated victims wasn’t the way to do it. I needed to find out what happened to me. So against doctor’s orders, (technically against orders, although it was fairly obvious he was secretly glad there would be one less case file he had to worry about), I checked myself out against medical advice.

My possessions? Well, they found me in a short dress, skimpy panties underneath, and a pair of sandal pumps, all black. Also a small red clutch with exactly one thousand dollars, all wadded up, and one other thing.

A burner cell phone.

No identifying information in it, not even a record of calls previously made. But it was mine, and the only link to my previous life. So, thus provided, I found myself on the streets of Manhattan.

The energy off the streets seemed familiar, as if it were an old friend that happily welcomed me back after an unexpected absence. But that’s all I got from it. No whispers, no clues about who I was. It was like I was born on the streets, and that’s where I had been found by some passersby late one night. The shrink said I was just standing on a corner, staring into space. Unresponsive to any questions, unresisting to any of the EMT’s requests as they laid me on the gurney and loaded me into the ambulance. As they checked my vitals I closed my eyes and didn’t reopen them for several days. So, whatever happened, my old life was already gone.

The shrink insisted something would trigger the memories, some image, or random thought. He absent-mindedly pressed several business cards in my hand that directed me to support groups, to a homeless shelter. All useless. The only thing that helped was that I knew I could afford to stay at a hotel, but not for long. But then, thinking such things got me a flash of a room, dark, my arms tied, with many people around me and they…

There, see? Just as I thought I had something, some kind of memory, it slipped away. Like a taunt from a cruel enemy. So I tried to force the image, but it just got fuzzier until I was practically shouting at myself, like just another crazy street person that everyone tries to ignore as they made a wide berth around me. Yeah, I was shouting at the only person who would listen. So I argued with myself, angry at my situation, at how I didn’t understand how all this happened. At the unfairness of it all. What did I do to deserve this? Nothing, as far as I knew. Nothing. And that’s all I always came back to. I’ve got nothing.

And then the phone rang.

The city noise masked the sound, but then came a rare pause of chaos on the busy New York street. I had already wandered around for several hours, spent some of my precious money for a cheap burger and soft drink, all the while searching the street signs, the store names for a clue, for anything, as to where to go next. But now it was well past sunset and the possibility of spending a night at a homeless shelter to save my money seemed more real with every passing minute. Not until the intersection had somewhat cleared out and the roar of almost constant traffic died down that I realized the phone was ringing. Like a maniac I tore through my clutch, fumbled out the old style flip phone.

‘Hello? Yes? Yes?’ I said, desperate that the caller hadn’t already hung up.

Nothing. No one spoke. I held the phone away from my ear, stared at the display. Text message. I fumbled with the tiny keys, at last found the folder and called it up on the screen.

go 2 wash sq fountain twenty min or U R on ur own move slave

I frowned, stared at the phone in disbelief. ‘Excuse me?’ I said to no one, indignant.

Another text arrived.

want answers start there

‘Wait, wait!’ I said aloud again, pressing the keys like crazy, then sent out a reply. ‘Who are you? Who am I?’

no matter who I am u r only person knows who u r

The phone went dead.

I punched up the phone’s memory. Shit, blocked number. Now what?

Twenty minutes. Crap, where was I? Twenty-sixth and Second. Not far, yet too far. I tried waving down a taxi but they all just zoomed by. Not until I planted myself in the street and played chicken with a cab driver did one stop. Before he finished cursing at me in whatever foreign language I jumped in the back, gave him directions and offered an extra fifty on top of the fare. The promise of a tip shut him up, and I got treated to a patented wild New York City cab ride south on Second, then right on Third. Things slowed down after that, but the driver still pulled some crazy moves and I hung on in back. When we got stuck at a red light I threw the money at him, jumped out, slipped out of my high heels and ran the final block.

I was at the southeast corner of the park. Catching my breath I fiddled my shoes back on and headed inside. It was still a bit of walk to the fountain, but I got there, with about three minutes to spare. The fountain was all lit up. A plume of spray blew my way and helped me cool off from my desperate sprint. A few people were about, couples, groups of friends, but no one that stuck out as a contact. But then, I wasn’t really looking for a person.

The phone rang.

good proven u can follow orders now next level

‘Who are you and your fucking game?’ I yelled at the phone. A few people turned and stared at me. Get a look at the crazy lady.

take south park exit u will find mstr follow his orders if not u b punished

Punished? Fucking bastard. I texted: what the hell is this

no questions just do it

Dead phone. Shit. Alright, where was this guy? Over there were a group of college age kids, headed for the south park exit. They were a mixture of carefree boys and girls, joking, laughing, totally unaware that some desperate person was pretending to blend in with their group so that I might have some kind of advantage of seeing this mysterious ‘master’ before he saw me.

No such luck. He was waiting, just beyond the edge of the park and he pegged me immediately. An old, well-dressed man with a walking stick. The college kids kept on going into the distance while I stood still. He approached, the walking stick clicking in rhythm with methodical, casual strides, and I found he wasn’t as old I thought. Closer to middle-age, his grey hair and well trimmed beard made him look older. But there was a youthful energy to his step, and his voice was strong.

‘My name is Lorenz.’ He spoke in a calm, soothing voice with a heavy German accent. He paused, then also said, in a bit of a leading way, ‘And your name?’

‘I don’t know,’ I said. ‘At the hospital they just called me Jane Doe.’

‘Yes, that makes sense,’ he said, perhaps a little relieved and like he half-expected that name. ‘You will follow me.’

‘Do you know me?’ I said. ‘Do you know my real name?’

‘You will remain no less than three paces behind me. Anything else and your anguishment will begin sooner than you planned.’

I swallowed and got warm. That is, warm between my legs. This man’s simple statement, yet filled with careless power, sent a jolt of anticipation through me. As if I had been waiting for this for a long time and now the day had finally arrived. Lorenz turned and, without another look back, quickly strode out of the park and back on the streets. He didn’t care if I followed or not. But I cared.

I struggled to maintain the three pace limit. After a while I think I fell further behind, then got a little too close when he stopped to wait for a light to change. Soon we were walking down a dark and narrow tree-lined street. Cars were parked on either side facing the same direction with just enough space left in the middle of the street for someone to drive. And that’s where we walked, right down the middle, like Lorenz expected that if anyone came up behind us he didn’t care, they could just wait while we finished our stroll.

I soon lost track of where we went. I did know we covered several blocks with many twists and turns, then turned right down an alley. About twenty yards down the alley brick steps on the left led down to a narrow, steel door. I stayed up on the top step while Lorenz knocked with the walking stick. A panel slid open and dim red light streamed out. Lorenz spoke softly then the panel slid shut. The door grated open. Lorenz accepted a white mask from a white gloved hand

Lorenz came back up the steps. ‘I have delivered you and given my report,’ he said stiffly and with, what? Anger? Why should this stranger be pissed off at me? ‘How your anguishment proceeds is up to you.’

‘My…anguishment?’ I asked, feeling strangely relaxed. ‘What are you talking about?’

‘You will soon discover that for yourself. Also, you failed to maintain a respectful distance,’ Lorenz said, his tone now calm but possessing a hint of reprimand. ‘Not to mention improper address to a master and no collar in public. But then you know already these things. Or you should, just by instinct.’

That last word drove away whatever relaxation I felt. ‘Instinct? Now wait just a minute, just because I didn’t follow your orders to the letter! Who the hell do you think you are - ‘

‘I know exactly who I am. And so will you. Now, turn around and bend over.’

I backed up a half step. ‘What?’

‘I said your anguishment would begin early if you didn’t follow my instructions. You’ve already stated that you failed. Such an experience isn’t new to you, whether you admit it or not. Turn around.’ From his walking stick he withdrew, not a sword like so many villains in so many bad movies, but a flexible wooden cane.

My heart skipped a beat. His quiet authority, his unyielding and truthful accusation, and that almost too casual stance of his, cane pointed at the ground but ready to swing up in a flash of a second, made my cheeks flush. The warmth spread down the rest of my body, finding a home between my suddenly weakened legs.

I turned around, my hands somehow finding the cold metal railing as I squinted through the dark to the steel door. Before I got a firm grip Lorenz hiked up the dress and pulled down the panties. The cooling night air flowed over my pussy juices.

He said, ‘Trust.’

Suddenly my jaw locked. I couldn’t speak. It was like I had been gagged, even if I could still make noises deep in my throat.

‘No sense in disturbing the neighbors,’ Lorenz said.

The cane swished through the air.

‘Arrgg!’ I growled.

Again.

‘Urrg!’

Once more.

‘Arrg! Arrg arrg arrg!’

Lorenz backed away. ‘Good. You are fully prepared.’ He snapped his fingers once and suddenly I knew I could speak again. But even though I could I didn’t say anything as I stood there in shock at what just occurred. I also remained submissively still while Lorenz placed the white mask on me. It wrapped nearly all the way around my head, protecting my identity. He bowed and gestured that I should enter. ‘Whatever happens I have fulfilled this part of my obligation. Enjoy your continued anguishment, fraulein.’

Lorenz disappeared down the alley and from the steel door at the bottom of the stairs a man came out, dressed in white tie and tails. His face was also covered by an expressionless white mask. On the surface he projected the very air of anonymous confidence, but that’s all I got.

The mask muffled his voice, so much so that it seemed he was talking through a distorter. ‘Your anguishment is prepared.’

There was that word again. Anguishment - somehow elegant yet foul at the same time. I said, ‘What the hell is going on here? Who are you?’

He was silent, as if he searched for a readymade answer. At last he found one.

‘I am a sadist. But as a masochist you already know that.’

Red light streamed out from the still open door, an invitation to hell. Without any where else to go, on shaking legs and what I needed to know inside, I crossed over.

Behind me the door clanged shut and the masked man slid a heavy bar into place across the door. I tried to get a closer look at those eyes, but the red light kept them safely anonymous. But I felt them assess me, as if he approved of what had just walked into this strange world. Seemingly in approval held out a hand, the white glove spotless, palm down. After a brief hesitation, I placed mine on top. He brought our hands up, about to my chest level like royalty on parade, and led us through another door. Some of the red light from the outer room bled into this next room, but mostly it was deep dark. A pair of sturdy chains, with a leather cuff attached to each, dangled from above. Music, light and classical, played from overhead; soft, soothing, yet with an imperative undercurrent of tension.

‘What is this place?’ I asked.

He didn’t answer. White Mask directed me to the chains, then grappled with my wrists, wrapping them in the padded cuffs. My arms were lifted and stretched out at an angle. A similar thing happened to my legs, leather cuffs, spread wide. My short dress rode well up my hips. I didn’t resist, but I didn’t help him either. Something told me this was the only way to get the answers I needed.

He retreated to the darkness, and for an instant I stood strung out all alone. But then, through another door, more people entered. I got the sense that some of them were on their hands and knees while one or two stood above them, somehow directing their movements. They came around and stopped in front of me several yards away. I got the feeling that they also had trouble seeing in the dark, but that soon changed.

A single, harsh spotlight glared and burned right into my eyes. I might as well have been blindfolded because I couldn’t see anything beyond the edge of the light. I could still hear though, and caught the surprised gasp of someone beyond the light, followed by a quick ‘Hush!’ and a tight rattle of chain. Silence for a moment, then from beyond the glare, a woman’s voice spoke.

‘You’re probably wondering why you’re here, and what’s going to happen,’ she said. Accented. High class british.

Something stirred within me. We had spoken, many times before, but where? When?

‘I know you,’ I said, from under my mask, trying to sound confident, but when you’re spread out by chains that’s kind of hard. ‘You…You’re…’ I almost had it, but like before, the image, the memory danced just beyond the light in my mind, much like her, present but vague. ‘Who are you?’ I pleaded. ‘Why am I here?’

‘It doesn’t matter who we are, or even where,’ she said, as if that were answer enough. ‘And you’re here because you choose to be here. But we’ll let you go right now and exact punishment on some other slaves.’ Several women gasped and sobbed in the darkness. White Mask stepped into the light and he reached up to undo a leather cuff.

I could have ended it all right then. But if I wanted to know who I was, then I couldn’t run out on this strange ritual. ‘No! No!’ I cried. ‘I…I need to do this! You need to…do this,’ I lamely ended.

‘Very well,’ the british lady said. ‘We’ll play the part set out for us. Your anguishment will involve pain, discipline, humiliation, and submission. Are you ready for that?’

I swallowed or tried to, but all my moisture was way down in my pussy. Huh, who was I kidding? I could tell by my soaked panties it flowed like a fucking river. My heart pounded in my chest, my pulse roared in my ears. Even if I hadn’t lost my memory, and did know my real name, I wouldn’t have said ‘No’. A drive, a need, deep inside me had taken over, and I wasn’t about to make it stop. But there was anger too. An anger that suddenly welled up, that told me that I had been just like this before, and had always been left short.

‘Alright, you bastards,’ I hissed. ‘If you’re going to do it, then stop all this fucking around.’

White Mask ripped open the back of the dress and pulled down the panties, exposing my red ass cheeks. Again another stir from beyond the light and another intense ‘Be quiet, you bitch!’ this time from another, non-british woman. White Mask’s hand brushed over my ass, still on fire from Lorenz’s cane.

‘Looks like you couldn’t wait to get started,’ the british woman said, smug.

‘You got a problem with that, talk to Lorenz,’ I said.

‘Oh, no. No problem,’ she said. ‘Because of Lorenz’s strict faithfulness, we don’t have to warm you up.’

In the darkness a rustling sound floated through the room, of many tassels that were shaken out, yet not silken, a sound that I knew well - blades of leather - then a swish, swish of a breeze that caressed my back in a cool flow that pledged only a fire.

The whip delivered as promised. It wasn’t a cat o’ nine tails, (again I would know how that felt - how?), but was nastier. Thin strips of leather flayed my back, my ass, trying its best to remove a layer of skin. Unsuccessful there, yet still leaving a blistering mark, the whip’s blades wrapped my legs, my ribcage, and even my arms in loud cracks and snaps. Like suspended over a fire, I danced. Hands gripping the chains my arms strained, lifted me up and off the floor, my feet pointed in crazy directions. My knees bent, uselessly gyrating about. Not to mention my throat got a real work out.

Whack! ‘Fuck!’

Whack! ‘Oh fuck!’

Whack! ‘Aw shhiiitt!’

The blows paused. ‘Do you want us to stop?’ the british lady said.

The red haze from the caning was nothing compared to the white hot fury that now engulfed my total being. But there was still a little piece that understood what this bitch offered. A way out. A chance to pretend that I wasn’t desperate, that I really didn’t care how I was found staring off into the universe, that even though my juices dripped to the floor and my pussy lips throbbed I could just walk away from all this. Walk away.

A small, delicate leather gloved hand reached out from the darkness, traced down my side, pressed the welts on the ribcage, reached around to my ass, squeezed an ass cheek and the wounds there, then pressed on the tender inside of my leg and those bruises too. I hissed through clenched teeth, cried out and sobbed. The other hand came into play and caressed a breast, a soft flicker of a nipple. The hand dove to between my legs, the leather encased fingers pinched the slick labia. A moan escaped my throat.

‘Do you want me to stop?’ the british woman said. Her leather gloved hand cupped my pussy. Her light perfume wafted into my nostrils and the scent brought up a hazy image of a room, a whip flying through the air and…nothing more.

I hung my head, tried to sort through the chaos in my head, but it was no good. No good! Nothing stayed long enough for me to logically consider, to coolly assess… Nothing made sense but these intense passions, this thing of pleasure and pain, pleasure in pain, pain in pleasure. How could I feel this way? How could I…

Pussy strokes. A light rub on my breasts. Oh, it was so nice, so safe. But I wanted…not nice, not safe…

‘Don’t you dare,’ I breathed. ‘Don’t cheat me.’

The hands stopped and, for a second, I cried out, not in pain, nor in pleasure, but frustration. They can’t leave me like this! ‘The whip, the whip!’, I prayed.

And a dark god answered. The whip’s blades flew through the air, cut into my battered body and I…flew. The pain took me to new heights, heights that no one could reach without it. I soared, straight for the sun, high, so high that I sobbed in ecstasy. And then they were inside me.

His cock, ramrod hard, my legs suddenly loosed to wrap around those strong hips, drawing him in. Her leather gloved hand speared my asshole. Together they pushed, drove me beyond my limits. Deeper, oh, go deeper. Thrust, pound, take me, oh fuck, take me!

‘You’re wonderful!’ I cried. ‘You monsters! I can’t… I want… Can’t! More! Fuck me more! Fuck!’

His hand on my breasts. One of hers inside me, the other on the back of my neck. Both of them evoking pain pleasure pain on my psyche.

Hot cum ejected into my pussy, up, way up. I wrapped my legs tighter around him, tried to pull him in, all the way in. That cock, that magnificent cock, hard, hot, cum without end, amen. And her fist that reamed my ass…

And then it ended. But not before…

‘Awwww gaawwwd! Aiiiiiee! Ahhhh, ahhh, ahhhhhhh! You bastards! You beautiful bastards! Aiiiiiieee!’

I gripped the chains so hard it’s a wonder they didn’t pulverize. My head snapped back, mouth open under the mask but the only sounds that came out were incoherent, animalistic calls that only the three of us understood, our secret language of fuck, cum and rapture.

They held me, their arms pressed against my bare skin, against the marks they gifted me and I moaned. In pain, yes. And pleasure. But also because it was over. Way too soon.

At last they slipped away and my useless legs dangled, unable to support my weight so I hung there, knees together, feet splayed apart, all the tension on my shoulders while my head hung forward and covered the mask in sweat drenched hair. In the darkness more sobbing, the same women as before, then a quiet order of ‘Follow’ from a male voice. Amidst a clinking of leash chains the other unseen witnesses crawled away, back through whatever portal from where they entered this dark realm.

Without another word, I was released from the leather cuffs and crumpled to the floor. I saw a boot in the harsh light, and I feebly reached out, but it quickly backed away and returned to the shadows. The room’s door opened, followed by the door leading back out to the alley. I half crawled through both, slipped the mask off and threw it away into the dark. A cool breeze wafted down the alley, drying the sweat on my face and soothing the burning welts on my body, yet did nothing for the fire that still burned inside.

I staggered to my feet, my dress in tatters, held up only by my arms pressed tight against the front. My panties were gone, perhaps taken as a trophy. And what did I take away from all this? My only souvenirs were the red, angry marks on the outside, and on the inside his cum, and the absence of her hand.

Surrounded by the night I glanced up and caught a patch of black sky above dark buildings with lights on here and there like stars. And like real stars they were removed, indifferent to the little dramas that played out far below.

I leaned heavily against the railing and mounted the stairs. I traced my way back along the path that led me here, here to this underground dominion of pleasure and pain. I still didn’t know who I was, but maybe now I knew what I was – a masochist. And this world wasn’t new to me. I belonged here.

I found a street sign that indicated the park was near. Without any other destination I stumbled in that direction, still trying to keep what was left of my dress together, my back and ass exposed, the red hot pain now a soft glow that kept me warm against the deepening night. I turned a corner and there was the park. Empty now, the fountain turned off, deserted except for one lone figure that stood at the entrance.

Lorenz beckoned me while a sleek, black limousine glided up to him. He stepped into the street, opened the door and I shuffled to him. He helped me into the back, gently shoved me over to make room for himself too, and the car smoothly accelerated. I slumped over, my head in his lap. His legs seemed to tense, but then his soft hand smoothed my hair and his voice, in a beguiling monotone, told me to relax, let go all the tension of any pent up emotions until I was a limp rag.

I must have slept because suddenly I noticed the limo felt different. Gone was the subtle sense of movement, the quiet rumble of the engine. I found myself already sitting up, hands still clutched to the front of the tattered dress.

‘As instructed I have delivered you to this address,’ Lorenz said. ‘Get out, and may I never see you again, you bitch.’

Lorenz reached past me and swung the door open. I just stared out to the sidewalk then up to a pair of baroque wrought iron hand rails on either side of red steps that led up to a solid wooden door. A gentle push from Lorenz and I slid out, shivering in the night air. He followed, but only to the edge of the curb. He pressed in my hand what appeared to be an electronic security card. Accepting it I let go of the dress and one of my breasts lay exposed but, with red welts on my bare ass and now goose bumps from the midnight chill, it made little difference. With an exasperated sigh Lorenz escorted me up the steps. As I just stood there uncomprehending what to do with the key card he temporarily took it back and passed it over a small box. The door jarred open. He handed the card back. ‘Go to the third floor,’ he said in that peculiar monotone.

He waited for a response. At least I guess so, but I didn’t say anything, didn’t even blink. After a moment he guided me by the arm inside.

A narrow set of stairs greeted us inside the tiny, marbled vestibule. A partially opened door on the right showed a breakfast nook area. A small table with a delicately carved crystal vase was set off to the left and bestowed a vague sense of luxury about the place. On the stairs thick carpet padded our feet all the way up, past the open second floor, to the third floor where a single door, set back from the top of the stairs with a another key card swipe box, waited. With each step climbed I felt lighter, as if a great weight carried for a long time had finally fallen away. The welts, the bruises warmed my skin and, halfway up the last flight, I felt that I could float the rest of the way. All the while Lorenz kept physical contact with me, as if I just might do that. The monotone of his voice was reduced to barely a whisper, telling me to go easy, don’t rush, and that he was right there by my side. Another quick swipe of the card and we were inside.

Lorenz stripped me. Not a hard thing to do as the dress practically fell off, a shapeless black mass at my feet. My eyes already half-closed, Lorenz lay me down in a sturdy, four poster canopied bed. My wounded back pressed against a firm, yet welcoming mattress and a cool sheet floated down, contoured around my breasts and between my sore legs, a healing shroud. Then the lights went out and darkness took me, but not sleep and forgetfulness.

Forget? I had already done that. Too much. I still didn’t know my name, where I came from or what I had done to wind up like this - bruised, battered, but not broken. No. If anything, as sleep finally took me and I dreamt of dark rooms, tight ropes, mouth filling gags and multi-bladed whips, I knew I had never felt better than at any time in my former, mysterious life.




Chapter Two

Golden Silence

Three floors and the basement of the brownstone belonged to me, three floors of perfectly appointed, clean luxury and a utilitarian basement. The kitchen was well stocked with fresh and microwavable food of every kind. A walk in closet on the bedroom floor was stuffed with clothes for each occasion from sloppy work to elegant evening. Tasteful painted art originals hung on the walls amidst furniture that could not be bought at a department store.

Yet, as I walked in a full length, white silk robe from floor to floor, room to room, I couldn’t find any clue as to my missing memory. None of the objects brought a flash of recall. Yet, it was a perfect house, something one would see on television, where the cleaning elves come out at night and wipe away the ugly little details of life and the people living there could go on with their daily perfect lives.

But there were a couple things that didn’t fit. One was a drawer crammed full of cash - tons of crumpled hundred dollar bills that matched the money in my red clutch. I tried counting it but got lost at around fifty thousand and with still more than half the drawer to go.

The other was I couldn’t get into the fourth floor. A straight flight of stairs led up to a solid steel door. This one also had a swipe box like the one outside but no doorknob. I swiped the box with the key card provided by Lorenz, but all I got was a small, blinking red light at the top indicating non success. Giving up I searched the third floor bedroom, which is when I found the money, but there was nothing that jogged my memory. Also no clue as to who else might live here. As far as I could tell I was alone; my own private kingdom of torturous solitude.

There was no one else - physically. But the people in my head kept my thoughts focused on last night, at the desperation that drove me. And still did now. A frantic person will grab at anything resembling a life-line, but something also I realized; I slipped so easily into that submissive mode. That itself was my best clue.

And what about Lorenz? Why was he so angry at me? Did I do something to piss him off? I must have because he called me a bitch and hoped to never see me again. But those weren’t the only questions as I stood at the breakfast nook window and gazed down at all the hurrying people on their own private errands or heading to work. Did I have a job? Someplace where someone maybe, just maybe, might worry if I didn’t show up? But perhaps I didn’t work. If so, and I owned this brownstone, how did I afford it? All that cash in the drawer upstairs had to come from somewhere. Was it mine? Or a sugar daddy’s? Or was the whole thing from last night a dream? The obstinate silence of the brownstone almost smothered me in its refusal to answer.

No answers, no clues here, except the obvious. I pulled up the silk robe in back and, in a mirror, confirmed with the fading welts and darkening bruises that the ‘dream’ was all too real. Not to mention the trace of the white masked stranger’s cum still inside me or the slight soreness in my ass. But I tried to ignore it, pretended that nothing could harm me in this too perfect place. So I stayed inside for three days, nursing the vanishing marks, sneaking peeks from the window to see if anyone on the street watched back. I tried numerous times to gain access to the fourth floor, desperately swiping the key card, then finding a hammer in the kitchen and trying to pound it open. All I got was a few dents on the door, wasted time and even more storms inside my head. Each night, when I tried to sleep, they got worse. I dreamt of three women under the lash, of suffering from the hand of one unyielding person. No matter how much they begged, the whip marked them, merciless in its torture. Rope wound about them, split their crotches. The third night I hardly slept at all, and when I did I thought I recognized the three women’s screams. Each one had a sweet, dark music, unique in their way. From behind them a pair gloved hands stuffed their mouths with wadding, cutting off their melodies one at a time while their eyes radiated terror. Yet, when not gagged they didn’t plea for the torture to stop even though used almost beyond their endurance, almost consumed by their fear. At first I thought it was a fear that their torment wouldn’t stop, but after all three were laid out on a floor in a windowless room, shivering in their bonds, I realized that they wanted it to go on, endless.

And then the hands reached for me…

I awoke, bolt upright in the bed, and gasped for breath. I couldn’t stay here. I couldn’t keep on pretending. I needed to get out, if only just to walk the streets, take the subway somewhere, anywhere. Perhaps something might give me a clue as to how I wound up like this.

But where to go? Back to the hospital? No, that was a dead end of medication and endless psycho babble. But…What about that sub-basement? The one where White Mask and the snotty british woman did their number on me? Could I find it again? It was within walking distance of the park. But things wouldn’t look the same in the light of day, and on the way there my attention was on Lorenz while afterward I wandered witless. Still, I didn’t have any better choice. If there were any path to the answers I needed, that was the place to start.

Dressing in a pair of blue jeans, white cotton shirt, practical thick soled sneakers and grabbing a fistful of cash from the drawer I stepped back out onto the streets of New York. I got my bearings based on the nearest intersection and discovered that I was in the high seventies, upper east side. I made my way to Lex amidst all the people who were out, hustling, bustling on a clear, early spring day.

I waved down a cab, gave him crisp orders to Washington Square Park and we were off, eventually doglegging around Grand Central, then down Park and Lafayette. As before, when we got bogged down in traffic within a few blocks of the park, I jumped out and found my way to the park’s south side. The fountain was back on, but there weren’t nearly as many people around it now; just a few retired folks and a bum or two.

It was easy enough to retrace my steps out of the park’s south entrance, even past the first couple of intersections and first turning, but after that it got hazy. I slowed down, studied the buildings for landmarks, anything that might point me in the right direction. But even for all my caution, I soon got lost. Well, lost isn’t quite the right word, but I sure didn’t know which way to go. The morning wore away, I got hot, my feet sore as I wandered almost in circles. Randomly I scurried down back alleys and still nothing clicked. Then, almost ready to give up, down a narrow alley, the corner of my eye caught the glint of a slim ray of sunlight on a wrought iron railing. With hesitant steps that eventually turned into a short dash, I skidded to a stop at the top guard rail, the same one that I bent over as Lorenz gave me three of the best. As if no time had elapsed at all, the old welts on my ass felt fresh, stingee and hot. In my mind I still could hear the swish of the cane, again I experienced the sharp explosions of pain on my ass. My breath caught and I doubled over the guard rail to stare at that same steel door through a combination of a harsh haze of pain and soft cloud of pleasure. I don’t know how long I hung there, but eventually I heard another sound, a voice rough and grating, yelling at me.

‘Lady! Hey, lady! You can’t stay here.’

The pain and pleasure faded away and I found myself looking down on a face that matched the voice, beefy with hard stubble and a single eyebrow across the top of his head. Hairy shoulders and muscled arms stuck out from under the straps of stained overalls. A final touch of a pair of work gloves left no doubt this was the building’s super. ‘Lady, this ain’t no place to meet your connection!’ he said, angry. ‘I run a clean building here, and that means the alley too.’

‘Yeah, I’ll bet you run a clean building,’ I said, coming around the rail. The cool memory of pain and pleasure faded, leaving me with hot anger. Anger at his interruption of my daydream, at his conceit at assuming I was some kind of junky, and just at him in general. He was a big man, and I stood eye to eye with him but only because I stopped halfway down the steps while he remained at the bottom just outside the door. But I didn’t care. ‘Get the hell out of my way!’

I bulled past him, not because I was stronger nor had momentum on my side, but more like he was taken by surprise that his physical presence didn’t stop me. I shot through the small outer room, then into the inner, much larger one. It wasn’t dark like before. Bare light bulbs burning overhead revealed a space half filled with tools, supplies, and a workbench. The dirty, oily smell of use permeated everywhere. But in the ceiling, separated by more than a yard, nearly hidden by pipes, were two small patches of caulk, like something had been screwed in there, taken out, followed by an attempt to remove all their traces. Looking up I realized this was probably the very spot where I hung in chains while whipped, fucked and ass reamed until my brain turned to mush. Just the faint visual reminder of that night already turned my pussy warm, but I forced myself to ignore it, transforming my hunger to feel that whip and cock and hand back into anger at the super.

‘Don’t tell me you don’t know anything about what went on here!’ I said and pointed at the ceiling. ‘Look at those holes! You sure were quick to fill them in. I bet I’ll find two more in the floor near the walls.’

The super’s eyes went wide. Too wide as in false innocence. ‘Lady, I don’t know what the hell you’re talking about.’

‘Oh, sure you don’t. Like you’ve never rented this place out as a dungeon ever before.’ (Dungeon? Where did I get that word? It came off so easy, so natural from my lips. Dungeon?)

Suddenly, the super seemed nervous. ‘Look, lady, I don’t want no trouble - ‘

‘You won’t get any. That is if you’ll tell me what went on here a few nights back. Or you can get ready for more trouble than you can handle.’

‘Alright, alright!’ He wrung his hands, as if trying to figure out how much or how little he could tell.

‘Time,’ I said. ‘Your time is running out.’

‘Okay,’ he said and sighed. ‘Look, this job don’t pay much. I gotta earn a little extra where I can. So when some snob of a bitch just shows up here and waves a wad of cash in my face and tells me to clear the place out - ‘

‘A woman?’ I said. ‘What did she look like?’

‘I don’t know! No, I really don’t! Look, she was short, but she wore big, dark glasses. And her hair was long and dark. It almost covered the rest of her face, y’know?’

So, someone who didn’t want to be recognized. That figured; the way those people kept their faces covered or stayed in the shadows someone hiding their face in the light of day while making arrangements to playfully torture their latest victim would make sense. But, as I gazed about the room I noticed just how big it was. Yes, plenty of room for other people to quietly hide in the dark while I hung suspended and screamed my lungs out. Again, I thought of the people who seemed to crawl in on their hands and knees. How many were there? Two? Maybe three? And, in spite of the room’s present smell and look of grease and tools, the evening had an elegant air about it. The way the woman spoke and White Mask’s formal clothes…

‘What did she wear?’ I asked. ‘What kind of clothes?’

‘Oh, expensive,’ the super replied. ‘Real high class. And stuck-up.’

‘What do you mean? Like she was too good for this place?’

The super thought for a moment and I could almost hear the wheels turning inside his head. ‘Well, yeah, but the way she talked, like one of those fancy accents. British.’

Now it was my turn to grind the wheels. Stuck-up, with a british accent. An upper east ender? In the back of my mind I knew I had dealt with that kind of person before. But how? Where? I couldn’t let this clue slip away. I needed more.

I stepped toward the super. ‘Name. Give me a name.’

He backed away. If anybody had been there it probably would have looked weird. Here I was, the top of my head barely at the middle of his chest and he was the one intimidated. Again, an echo in my mind hinted that this wasn’t the first time I had used this tactic.

‘I don’t know her name. Honest, lady. She just had some chick that was wit’ her hand over the money and told me to clear out for a few days.’

‘A chick? There was another woman with her?’

‘Yeah. Nice looking gal. Nervous though. And… Well, I couldn’t believe it when I saw it, but she wore a dog collar and leash that the british woman led her around on.’

‘What did she look like? This other woman?’

‘Uh, dark hair, dark eyes. Nice dress. But she walked kinda funny. The british gal had a little remote in one hand and she sometimes pressed the button. Made the one on the leash jump a little and groan.’

‘Is that all? There has to be more.’

‘Hey, lady, in my job I stay out of other people’s business. I don’t care how someone-’

‘No! There has to be more. Think!’

Once more the wheels turned. ‘Well, just as they was heading out the british woman, she got a phone call. Lost her temper real bad. Started yelling and that they needed to meet at the club. She also said that…well I wasn’t sure, but I think she said ‘dom’. Yeah, that’s it. She said they couldn’t take the chance they wasn’t getting tested by the dom.’

I narrowed my eyes. ‘ ‘Dom’? Who’s ‘Dom’? Dominic?’

‘Not ‘Dominic’. The Dom. Some guy named Conover.’

‘Conover. Conover,’ I muttered, but nothing came. ‘Who’s Conover?’

‘You got me, lady,’ the super said, thinking I had asked him. ‘All I know is I got paid more from that chick than I make in three months. People like that, money don’t matter to them ‘cause they got so much of it, with their fancy clothes, and clubs they hang out at.’

‘Yeah, yeah,’ I said distractedly, still thinking, trying to put together these few pieces of the puzzle. ‘Wait a minute. You said something about their meeting at a club?’

The super hesitated. If he looked scared before he appeared downright frightened now. Like whatever threat I could make was nothing compared to what someone had already told him what would happen if he talked too much.

I had had enough. But I also knew I couldn’t threaten this man anymore. There was only so much he would reveal and I had butted up against his final wall of silence. I pounded my purse in frustration and was reminded of the cash I had stuffed in there.

I grabbed a fistful and shoved it in his meaty hands. ‘Tell me,’ I said.

He dithered. ‘Well, I…’

I shoved another wad at him. He licked his lips. The wall fell.

‘I think I heard her say something about the club’s name. Opalisk, or something like that.’

‘Where? Where!’

‘I don’t know, I don’t know! Wait, she said, something like it would take her longer at that time o’day t’ get up to the eighties on the east side.’

I left the money at his chest. His hands swatted around to catch the bills as they fell to the ground and I bee-lined for the door. I stopped and turned back at him. ‘Any one shows up here asking about me, you don’t know nothing. Or else I call the cops.’

He glanced up, his hands still clutching at the money. ‘Are you kiddin’, lady? Cops don’t scare me. But you rich people…yer all fuckin’ crazy.’

I dashed up the stairs. Good, I didn’t have to worry about that guy telling anyone that I might be on their trail, following their footsteps back to the east side.

Heading back uptown I took the subway. People pressed almost too close around me but I didn’t want to hang on for dear life during another taxi ride. I needed to think, and sitting down in a subway train seemed the best idea. But also on the train I scanned the faces around me. Were there any that sparked a memory? Any that paid me extra attention, like they were tracking me? No. Everyone was wrapped up in their own little world with their own little problems. Alright, it seemed I didn’t have to be quite so paranoid, but still just paranoid enough. The train accelerated and I gazed out the window at the walls streaking by just mere feet away. As we stopped at each station to let off and pick up new passengers I allowed my mind to roam.

The east side. That’s where my brownstone was. Was that the ‘club’? No, probably not. It was a residence, and a club implied a lot of people coming and going and that didn’t happen at the brownstone. But I couldn’t get in to the fourth floor. Maybe they were up there, looking down on me through hidden cameras. No. Even with all the crazy spy gadgets they had today, that didn’t seem to be the answer. No, I was the only occupant of the brownstone, at least for now. But what about the other clues?

Well, there was the name of the club. Opalisk? What kind of a name was that? I spelled it out in my head, tried different combinations. Opalisk. Opalisp. Opalis. Nothing, just nonsense. But that super said the snotty british lady was heading back to the upper east side. Maybe, if the club wasn’t my brownstone, it might be nearby. Near, yet not too near. I hoped so. If not then I might go weeks, perhaps months, before I could come across it.

The subway deposited me just two blocks from the brownstone. Late afternoon now, so I figured to get started with maybe a few hours of searching on foot until the sun went down and my feet finally gave out. And that’s exactly what happened. I tackled Fifth, Madison and a little bit of Park. Nothing. Nothing on any of the skyscrapers to give a hint about any private club that started with ‘O’. At last, weary and worn out, I hailed a taxi and told him to slowly, slowly, drive down the rest of Park so I could look at both sides of the street. At last we reached the high seventies and I trudged back to my ‘home’. The brownstone greeted me in silence.

But I wasn’t about to give up today. I found an old, dog eared phone book and sat in the kitchen, pouring over the tiny type. Of course if it was a private club, it might not be listed at all. I tried the reverse listing by street addresses and went through all the names of all the people living their self-important lives on quiet little side streets. I went through names that could very well have been high society people who that day were probably finishing up their latest business deal, planning their next charity event or getting ready for the next see and be seen party. No help there at all, unless it gave me the idea of actually checking out the side streets. Why not? If there was a secret club you sure didn’t want it on a high profile avenue like Lex or Park. Okay, that was my next plan of attack. Try walking the narrow side streets, maybe even the alleys.

Good. I felt good. I was going to find this place, this ‘Club Opalisk’ or whatever it was. So, with a sense of impending triumph, I nuked a frozen meatloaf dinner and sat down on the couch in the living room to watch some television. I didn’t dare put my feet up on the dark red wood coffee table, it looked so expensive that it would take offense if I did something like that. But as I ate and watched the television comedies and dramas unfold, I noticed that it was the kind of coffee table that had a slim drawer set back a little, underneath the top. It had escaped my initial inspection, probably because I didn’t expect a coffee table to have a drawer, so I pulled it open, just to reassure myself that I had checked the brownstone’s every nook and cranny.

From stopping the drawer’s quick forward movement two flash drives slid into view. What the hell? With shaking fingers I gently picked them up. Small, black, with no labels, nothing to indicate what was on them or who left it there. And dammit, there wasn’t any computer in the brownstone!

No, wait. The television. I dashed around the coffee table, found a port and shoved in a drive. I ran back to the couch, grabbed the remote and stabbed the tiny buttons. A list of business company names all linked to other files scrolled up. I clicked on one and weaved through a trail of one file to another. Did the same with another company, and another and yet, it all made sense to me. Shell companies. They were all fronts for other businesses. Next to each were dollar amounts; large dollar amounts with five, sometimes six figures. Were they fees for setting them up? Yes. Something told me that I was right. But what all these separate businesses were I couldn’t find out, but maybe that wasn’t the point. They were all set up to be deliberately intricate, confusing, but not to the person who did it.

Me. I did this. Suddenly, that gave me a clue about all that cash in the bedroom drawer. Perhaps I did not just legit business, but also illegitimate? And there wasn’t any common personal name between them, nothing to prove who set things up, but I just knew I did it. They said at the hospital that things would start to click back together, given the right circumstances. As certain as I didn’t know my name I knew this is what I did for a living. I set up shell companies for whatever reason; tax havens, investments, or just to maintain someone’s business privacy. And apparently that last reason was why I did some work for ‘Conover’.

As the different countries where the shell corporations were set up scrolled by one that led back to Delaware caught my notice. ‘Conover’, which led eventually to another shell company - ‘Club Odalisque’, and other corporations with post office boxes in New York, Massachusetts, Connecticut, and Rhode Island; addresses that gave no clue about their purpose other than to hide who really owned the company and the company’s assets. The flash drive held a wealth of information, but it wasn’t enough. None of it helped me figure out just who I was.

But that wasn’t the only flash drive.

I swapped out the drives. Now, with somewhat steady hands I found just one file on this drive, labeled ‘Training’.

I clicked on it and…

Oh, my god. There they were. The women in my dream.

The images were grainy, without sound and, when they looked up, the women stared in terror directly at the camera, as if it were a person, the one torturing them.

They weren’t together at the same time, like in my dream. Each one was alone, their suffering spread out over several different stages.

Sometimes the last thing I would see was their wide eyes as the lights went out, then, when the lights were snapped back on, they would rouse from an unrestful sleep as they were left tied upright to a pole, or left bound on a cold, hard floor. The youngest with her long, light russet hair, seemed the wildest and endured the worst attentions of the torturer. Tight ropes, mouth filling gags and many, many face slaps were needed to keep that bitch in line. The oldest had long, golden hair and acted the most content, if such were possible, like she accepted her role of tortured even if she had trouble enduring it. She hung suspended, both right side up and upside down, accepted large butt and vagina plugs and, at one time, was led blindfolded down a deserted street late at night, naked and bound. In another instance, arms tied behind her, she was made to satisfy with her mouth the youngest, the wild one with the russet hair, who was tied to a bed with her legs wide apart. At first reluctant, golden hair eventually had to be dragged away, her face smeared in pussy juice, after wild one’s climaxes continued without end. The third one, middle in age from the other two with the longest hair of all, wavy dark chestnut, made the most ‘mistakes’. She suffered under constant correction on the right way to stand, kneel, and just general attitude. From underneath wild tresses, chestnut hair’s eyes stared out, a combination of hatred, love and defiance. She bore the most whip marks.

Yet, in each was a fear, not that the anguish would go on without end, but that it would end all too soon.

Unable to move I watched as they hung there, struggled on the floor or endured the whip. I watched from the torturer’s point of view, imagining myself in their situations; the lash of the whip, my own cries like in the sub-basement, my begging of them not to leave me unsatisfied, and then, at last, my own scream of orgasm.

‘Fuckers,’ I whispered.

I dashed upstairs, kept on going past the third floor, straight up to the steel door. ‘You bastards! You bastards!’ I shouted. My fists pounded on the surprisingly warm metal but, as always, it didn’t give. ‘How could you do this? How? Fucking bastards!’

I broke down and cried, slumped to the floor, a curled up thing with an empty hot hole of a pussy. I needed to feel the whip, the leather and rope again. Right now. But there was no one to deliver me.

‘You bastards,’ I breathed, my head on the floor at the door’s base. ‘Don’t leave me like this. Please.’

No response. I crawled away, going partway back down the stairs on my hands and knees, eventually staggering back to my feet. Finally I stood at the kitchen window and asked, ‘Who am I?’ The last rays of the dying sun bathed me in a golden silence that refused to provide any answers.




Chapter Three

Parnell and Marlena

I was a masochist.

Another restless night at least made that much clear. But I was pushy too, knowing that if I didn’t get my share of ‘dominance’ then I got demanding. A dominant masochist? Was there such a thing in the SM scene? Of course, why not? Take a woman, frustrate her enough, no matter what the circumstances, and she would claw out anyone’s eyes. SM was no different, and the intense emotions associated with bondage only served to heighten the experience. Which is where I was now. I was ready to punch out somebody, but if they took the whip to me first, then I would meekly submit until my pussy just couldn’t stand it anymore. At that point whoever stood over me issuing orders had better be prepared to fuck one raving slave girl.

But I didn’t have that option. Not right now anyway. My pussy had throbbed almost all night and I did my best with just my hand until I fell into an exhausted sleep. Now, in the light of a new day, it started up again, but I had other things to think about. Like finding this mysterious club. So with a definite decision I tried to transform all that sexual tension into energy. I bolted down a thin breakfast of scrambled eggs and toast and once more hit the bricks.

The sun shone down on another beautiful New York spring day. People strode to and fro, fresh, vibrant and alive, but I walked under a dark personal cloud and glowered. I was going to find this fucking place, even if my shoes fell off and I got calluses on my feet. And for a while it seemed that was exactly what would happen. I trod the seven or eight city blocks in the east eighties from the park to the east river more than a few times until my legs felt like rubber. So, about midday, at a corner in the low eighties I sat in a small café, nursing my sore feet and finally admitted to myself that this just wasn’t working. No way was I giving up, but I needed to try something different. Maybe instead of chasing after this club, I should slow down and just observe.

Back on the sidewalk, I found an inconspicuous spot and leaned against a wall, sipping a latte while my eyes swung up and down the narrow street. Traffic rolled by, followed by several walkers, but nothing doing. I tried another and, although I still felt better about my new strategy, that stakeout didn’t pan out either.

An SM club. Where would such a thing hide? Instinct told me in as deep and dark a place as possible, but that seemed stereotyped. Like the gays, SM’ers had made strides into bringing their lifestyle into the light of day. But they still kept things discrete, especially for a club on the upper east end. So I tried some of the more calm side streets.

The first three were washouts, but then, near the end of the day, a little further up from my most recent look out, I noticed a Rolls Royce, then a limousine turn down a short, narrow, one way street. I waited some more minutes then an unmarked van rumbled down that way too. With an unhurried, yet steady stride I forced myself to casually sip the last of my drink so that if there were some kind of security surveillance for the club I wouldn’t draw attention. At the corner I made a tiny show of tossing my empty cup away and, on the sly, slowly turned my head and noticed that this street wasn’t like the others.

No cars were parked along it. Green trees and super clean sidewalks made it a cut above, but the others always had some parked vehicles. This one was bare with several no parking signs along its very short length, its width little more than an alley. As I stood there another limo rolled past and stopped about two-thirds of the way down the block. Three women got out, mounted several steps in front of an ivy covered brownstone, half-opened a Victorian style window paned door and stood there a moment, then quickly entered. The limo drove off.

I pulled out the cellphone and pretended to talk on it. I thought if anyone from the club rolled by they might believe I was just another person on the street and not someone who was trying to spy on them. Also, I hoped that whenever a group of people did head in that direction, whether they were part of the club or not, I could hide myself among them. So, I stood just around the corner and waited. But no more cars turned down the street, and no one walked that way either. So there went my chance of hiding in a crowd. More time went by and my impatience grew. It was like a ghost town down that street, and in the heart of New York! But then I realized that, even if the street was as busy as Grand Central, I still had to take those last few steps to get there, hidden or not, and that I was petrified. I couldn’t move not because I was afraid that this wasn’t the right place, but that it was, and what I would find there.

A robust, dark blue, barracuda with tinted windows made a quick right past me and cruised down the street. On the classic car’s passenger side the window was partially rolled down and I caught a glimpse of a woman, mature and attractive, behind thin, cat’s eye sunglasses. The sight of her pulled me along and I followed in the barracuda’s wake. As I stuffed away the cellphone I decided there was no sense in hiding anymore. The brownstone was either the club or not. Time for a frontal assault.

The barracuda soon outdistanced me and I was surprised to find that it didn’t stop but kept right on going, making another right, disappearing around the corner and well gone by the time I reached the bottom step of the brownstone. Just above the ornate door a keystone with a face emerging from storm clouds scowled down on me. With shaking legs I mounted the worn steps and found a silver speaker grill just to the left of the door latch. A prominent security camera above pointed right down on me.

‘What?’ demanded a female voice from the grill.

‘Is…Is this the club?’ I said, trying to sound confidant and miserably failing.

‘Get lost, little girl, or we’ll call the cops.’

‘No! Let me in! This is the club, right? I’ve been looking for you for days. You’ve got to let me in.’

A short pause. ‘No one gets in without an escort, especially single women.’

‘Please, please! You have to. I don’t know who I am.’

‘Humph. Don’t we all? Beat it!’

‘NO! Let me in!’

I wrestled with the door handle and yanked it open but the vestibule was another story. I ran right into a solid steel door, much like the one on the fourth floor back at my brownstone. Another security camera, well out of reach, documented my frantic poundings and cries of desperation. But there was no response. Hell, there wasn’t even a handle on the inside door for me to pull on and vent my frustration. I slumped down against the cold steel, tears flowing, a sobbing, hysterical mess. I was so close!

But no response came from the door, no saving buzzer. I lay in a heap, curled up in the fetal position. Then, after a short while, or perhaps an eternity, gentle, leather gloved hands roused me.

‘What’s wrong, child? Won’t they accept you?’

Once more I awoke, this time to gaze at a mature, striking face; a woman’s. She wasn’t smiling, but neither was she cold and removed like the disembodied voice from the grill. She wore a neutral expression, like one who might have been surprised but now was past an initial shock, or perhaps hid it. Beautiful, yet she could easily turn severe. Behind her stood a man, also good looking with just that hint of gray in his hair that signaled oncoming middle age. Unlike the woman he wore an expression of shock. ‘How the hell did you get here?’ he said.

‘Shut up!’ the woman snapped, her serene features suddenly turning angry. In that instant I realized she was the same woman that I had seen in the dark blue barracuda.

With a bit of an effort the woman composed herself. ‘Talk to me, girl,’ the woman kindly said. ‘You’re not gagged. Are you lost?’

‘They won’t let me in!’ I said. ‘This is the place, right? The club?’

The woman hesitated, just for an instant. ‘Yes, this is Club Odalisque,’ she said, slow and careful.

‘What are you doing?’ the man said, alarmed.

‘Don’t be a boor, Parnell,’ the woman said. ‘She’s here now, isn’t she? That’s enough.’

The man, Parnell, pressed his lips tight together, then turned his attention on me. ‘Where’s your master?’

‘I…I don’t know what…’

Parnell seemed relieved. ‘No admittance without an escort,’ he pronounced.

‘Stop it!’ the woman said back over her shoulder. ‘We all start off without masters, mistresses or slaves.’ She turned back to me. ‘Do you have a master or mistress, girl?’

I didn’t answer. A master?

‘You’re not getting in unless you can tell us that,’ snapped the man.

Think. Think! Give them a name!

‘Conover!’ I blurted. ‘Conover.’

To say the woman and man were surprised would be an understatement. But then they quickly hid their shock.

‘Well, little one,’ the woman said, ‘why don’t you come inside with us? We’ll be your escorts.’

She drew me to my feet and Parnell gave the woman a look like they were playing with fire. ‘Are you sure this is a good idea, Marlena?’

The woman returned the man’s stare and, for a moment on her face, the severity was exposed, then was hidden again behind benevolence. ‘You know you don’t throw away a gift.’

Parnell stood still as a statue, then, as if Marlena had made a convincing point, he slowly nodded and signaled to the camera. The door buzzed and, this time, I got my wish.

A set of Victorian stairs, set back a little ways to the right, led to the floors above. Beside the stairs a highly polished hardwood floor covered by a narrow Persian rug led back further into shadows that hid the far end of the brownstone. Nearer the door to the right were two white pillars which were part of an archway that opened out onto a sitting room. A dark blue carpet stretched from wall to wall while a dormant fireplace on the far side held wood that was ready for the torch. Studying the room I was barely aware of Parnell and Marlena shedding their outer coats, or the silent, female servant that greeted them with a curtsy and then disappeared through a narrow swinging door to the left. The shadows in the back of the house somehow beckoned me and, without quite realizing it, I stepped toward them. But then Parnell’s hand on my arm stopped and directed me toward the sitting room.

I sat in a spare, wooden chair next to the fireplace, oriented out to the room. It was shorter than a normal chair, almost child height, but the seat and the back were adult size. When Parnell and Marlena sat on either side of me in well-padded wingbacks, I was forced to look up at them.

‘So, you found us,’ Parnell said. ‘Now what?’

‘Parnell!’ Marlena said. ‘It’s perfectly obvious what’s next. Isn’t it, little one?’

I glanced from Marlena to Parnell and back again. ‘Uh, I guess so.’

‘You guess?’ said Parnell.

‘I mean, yes,’ I almost croaked out, then cleared my throat. ‘Yes. I want to - ‘

‘Wait just a moment, dear,’ Marlena said. She snapped her fingers above her head and the maid that had taken their coats strode into the room. She was about my age, with light red hair and piercing green eyes. Black stockings and long sleeves hid her pale skin. Again she curtsied to both of them. ‘Sir. Ma’am. How may I serve you?’

‘Hildee, be witness to this one’s submission,’ Marlena said.

Hildee, the maid, turned to me while Marlena leaned forward and took my hands. ‘You wish to submit?’

Marlena’s hand squeezed mine, like it was a signal that whatever I answered would determine my future, or lack of one, in this place.

‘Yes,’ I said.

‘You will obey orders from any member of Club Odalisque? Be they master, mistress or slave whose station is above you?’

So, I was to be the lowest of the low. ‘Yes.’

‘You do this of your own, free will, without any duress?’

Again, that squeeze of my hands. Was Marlena trying to subtly pressure me? I looked into her eyes. No, it wasn’t coercion. Her face was friendly, and it was more like she sought to guide me, and it was my choice whether to follow her guidance or not.

‘Little one?’ Marlena said. ‘Do you submit? Of your own free will?’ Her face changed slightly, the hidden severity wasn’t quite so hidden anymore.

Decision time. ‘Yes.’

Relief washed over Marlena, and Parnell sighed too. However, Hildee tensed, like a new rival had just entered her world and that my presence meant that there was just that much less attention that would come her way.

‘Good. Very good, little one,’ Marlena said, friendly once more, then the severity fully emerged. ‘Now, take off your clothes.’

I tried to withdraw my hands from Marlena’s, taken aback by this sudden change, but she held them tight in a cruel grip. She said, ‘You make me repeat an order and I’ll throw you out right now.’

‘Consent goes both ways, slave,’ Parnell said. ‘We don’t have to punish you if we don’t want to.’

Marlena released my hands and I realized I was already being tested. And I couldn’t fail. Not now! I unbuttoned my shirt, then my pants, but I guess I didn’t move fast enough because suddenly Parnell swooped down on me. He pulled down my pants, bent me over his lap and yanked my panties halfway down my legs. An open palm met my bare ass cheeks.

Swack! ‘When you’re given an order, you follow it immediately!’ he said.

Swack! ‘You don’t hesitate.’

Swack! ‘You’re a slave. Say it.’

Swack! ‘Say it!’

Swack! I gasped. His hand was so strong! ‘I’m…I’m a slave.’

Marlena said, ‘You deserve to be punished, don’t you?’

Swack! She leaned over, grabbed my hair and wrenched my head up to face her. ‘Don’t you?’ she snarled.

Swack! ‘Yes, yes!’ I said. ‘I deserve to be punished. Please, please, punish me.’

‘Not yet,’ Marlena said. She let go of my hair and nodded to Parnell. He shoved me off his lap and I landed on the floor. Before I could move Parnell was behind me, lifting up my ass and I heard his pants being unzipped.

Parnell was inside me, his hot cock fully erect. Small, pale hands pushed my forehead down on the rug. I thought it was Marlena, but from the corner of my eye I saw her boots circling, taking in Parnell’s fucking me. My hand reached forward and brushed against a silk skirt. It was Hildee, already establishing her own dominance over me.

‘We’re going to love punishing you,’ Marlena said. ‘And you’re going to love it too, aren’t you?’

Parnell’s hips pounded against my ass. His rod kept getting harder, going deeper with each thrust.

‘Aren’t you?’ Marlena yelled.

Deeper, deeper! ‘Yes, yes!’ I cried. ‘I will love it! Love it!’

‘Good. And you’re going to beg for it too. Aren’t you?’ She reached under and pinched a nipple. ‘Aren’t you?’

‘Aww! Oh, god! Yes, oh, fuck!’

‘Fuck? You don’t deserve to be fucked.’

‘But…But…’ Parnell’s thrusts got heavier, his cock hotter. His hands gripped my hips while his own pounded against mine. Aw, shit! He was going to split me in two!

‘This slut doesn’t deserve to be fucked,’ Marlena said. ‘But we’re going to fuck you anyway. And fuck you up too.’

‘Yes,’ I said. ‘Please, please fuck me! Ohhhh, fuucck meeeee!’

Parnell shot his wad and I screamed, cum flowing into my pussy, wave after wave of hot jism that did nothing to quench my thirst. I needed more. Parnell emptied his excessive bounty but it wasn’t enough. Not nearly enough. Finished, he allowed me to slide away and I lay shivering on the rug. Hildee wiped me clean with a soft towel, making sure none of my juices or Parnell’s cum stained the precious carpet. My clothes were gathered up and taken away. A leather collar wrapped my neck and, staggering on my hands and knees, Hildee led me away on a leash. As we turned and started down the hallway, past the stairs, toward those shadows that I had been drawn to earlier, Parnell said:

‘Alright, she’s Conover’s. Now, what do we do?’




Chapter Four

Olive’s Warning

Hildee led me all the way to the back of club and a steep staircase on the left that dove to the basement. For the moment I was allowed on my feet and the stairs creaked under our combined weight. A window about halfway down, at ground level, gave a glimpse of a lush garden with bright flowers and green grass. Then Hildee tugged on my leash and the dark swallowed me.

At the bottom Hildee switched on a single light and I squeezed my eyes shut against the sudden glare. Noise greeted the light, muted sounds of desperation and begging. My eyes adjusted and I found myself in a clean, well ordered basement. Hildee switched on more lights and the source of the desperate sounds became obvious. About six women were lined up, three on each side, tied to support beams. They were all naked, gagged in various ways, rope or leather cutting into soft skin. All their eyes nearly popped out of their heads, the whiteness clearly visible, except for one who was blindfolded to the last pole on the left.

‘What is this place?’ I asked.

‘This is where slaves wait, before they’re assigned to a master or mistress for the evening,’ Hildee said. Her voice had a low, smoky quality which was totally at odds with her innocent face. ‘Some are special requests, like this one here.’ She strode up to a short, brown skinned beauty, with slim hips and well-formed breasts. The tiny woman mewled, her mouth stuffed full of wadding behind a large knot of a white cleave gag. ‘Becky here is always in high demand,’ Hildee said. ‘She acts like she doesn’t want to be here, but we both know different, don’t we, slave?’ Hildee squeezed Becky’s face and there was nothing about the poor girl’s fright that was faked. ‘She’s headed for a date with Mistress Ottavia, just in from Rome. Oh, yes, she’s been on Becky’s waiting list a long time and finally, tonight’s the night. Ottavia’s brought a special whip she’s been saving just for you, Becky, and guess who she’s asked for as an assistant?’

Becky’s eyes only got bigger.

‘I’ll see you later tonight, you little slut.’

Becky suddenly changed. Gone was the fright and she growled behind the gag, taking a quick lunge at Hildee, straining against the ropes. If not for the ropes and the gag Becky would have bitten off Hildee’s nose. Hildee stepped back at the unexpected threat, but then assured that the ropes would hold she lightly laughed.

She tugged on my leash and, with a firm hand, forced me back down to my hands and knees. ‘Take a good look. Do well, and you’ll be able to call your own shots. And that’s the best part, all kinds of doms will line up for you.’ Hildee squeezed Becky’s tit as if to make a point. ‘Of course, slaves like that get arrogant and always need to be taken down a rung or two. Ottavia is just the one to do Becky and I’m going to love watching.’

She laughed once more then turned away. Hildee pulled me along, past the other tied up women. I got a feeling that Hildee wasn’t so much giving me an orientation to the club as she was showing me off to the others and messing with them. The ones not blindfolded sized me up, getting a look at the new competition. Some growled at me, others managed a haughty attitude, or as close to one as they could give given their bondage. At last we came to the blindfolded woman. She wore an oversized piece of leather that resembled aviator sunglasses that covered half her face. Medium length, golden blonde hair was held up in back by an almost work of art of intricate weaving of thin cords with a single knot. If she ever grew the hair out to full length it would have been stunning. Her mouth set in a thin, grim line, the woman trembled slightly against the ropes holding her upright. Finished with the tour, Hildee started back the way we came, probably to get on with the next phase of orientation. But I didn’t move and Hildee’s forward movement caused the leash to pull against my collar. I resisted and sprang up, my face level with the blindfolded woman’s. Hildee gave a hard yank on the leash, and I pulled back, not ready to move on. What was it about this tied up woman that drew my attention?

Hildee yanked again. ‘Fuck! Already trying to make trouble? Just wait until Conover hears about this.’

I snapped my head around. Conover. ‘Who is that?’ I asked, trying to sound calm and cool, but inside wanting to shake the answer out of Hildee.

Hildee’s face flushed, like she had revealed a deep secret. She glanced at the blindfolded woman. ‘Ask that bitch. She used to know everything until Conover stopped using her. Hasn’t called for her in months.’ Hildee leaned in, stroked the woman’s brow and sweetly said with dripping false sincerity, ‘How’s it feel to be thrown out like trash, Olive?’

The woman gasped. ‘No. Please, no. I need Conover.’

Hildee ripped away the blindfold. ‘Fuck that, you twat! No more Conover for you.’

Olive’s eyes brimmed in tears, but she still held her lips tight. In spite of the ropes her legs shook, I assumed from fright at what lay ahead for her, but a soft buzz escaped from her crotch. The tension in her upper body, the weakness in her legs, suggested that a small vibrator inside her was set so that she was brought to the edge of orgasm, yet not allowed to go over. A little trickle of sweat dribbled down the side of her head and the thin line of her lips was only an extension of her clenched jaw. Who knew how long she was forced to endure that vibrator, or how much longer she had to suffer? She bit her lip, shook her head and a few stray hairs fell about her face.

Suddenly, I knew her; the golden blonde hair at one time was longer, a lot longer, but the biting of her lip, the tears on the edge of spilling over… She was one of the women from my dream! And I think I recognized her name.

‘Olive?’ I said. ‘Your name is Olive?’

‘Hey!’ Hildee said. ‘No talking to the slave!’

I ignored Hildee. ‘Olive. Olive, I think I know you!’

‘Goddammit,’ Hildee muttered. She kicked against the back of my knees and I fell to the ground. Hildee half-dragged me to the near wall on Olive’s left. A pair of old style convict handcuffs dangled from an enclosed ring set in the wall about waist high and soon my wrists were manacled just above my head. ‘This is your first day,’ Hildee snarled, ‘but you should know better.’

She ran off, up the stairs. Olive and I stared at each other.

‘Olive,’ I said. ‘I’m…I belong to Conover. At least I think so. But I know you, right?’

Olive didn’t answer, but her eyes stared right back at mine. Yes, she definitely knew me too, but she remained silent.

‘Olive, please,’ I begged. ‘You must know me. You do. Admit it!’

When my begging became a demand Olive’s eyes narrowed, not so much in recognition, but anger. Her mouth opened, about to say something and, at last, the mystery of my past might become clear. But then even this slight chance disappeared as Hildee came flying back down the stairs.

‘This way, sir! That little twat you brought in is already disobeying!’

Dammit! So close! But I wasn’t ready to give up. ‘Olive, please,’ I said. ‘You do know me! How? I woke up one day and - ‘

‘Where is she?’ Parnell said. ‘Best to nip stuff like this in the bud. Where’s a gag?’ Some things were tossed around as Parnell rummaged in a box under the stairs.

Olive’s head snapped around at Parnell’s voice. Her anger now replaced by confusion. Olive’s voice quavered. ‘He’s not your master?’

‘He and Marlena are my escorts,’ I said.

Olive let out tension filled sigh but her voice still shook. ‘Thank god. But an escort is almost as bad. Parnell and Marlena Gibson. Be careful with them. They act nice but they’re really - ‘

Parnell’s footsteps came loudly down the row between the tied women. Behind him scurried Hildee. In her hands was a dark mass of leather straps connected to two red foam balls. ‘Olive! I’m surprised at you,’ Parnell said in an overly friendly fashion. ‘And after we took you out to a nice restaurant last night, totally non-scene. But then I guess you just couldn’t help yourself anyway. And when you ordered and we said to the waiter, ‘Who cares what she wants, she’s just a slut’ who could have known that we were right with you coming on to this new slave.’

Olive’s eyes flashed and her lips pressed together. Parnell didn’t catch it, but she was genuinely angry.

Parnell cocked an ear downwards. ‘And you’ve also shown a vibrator isn’t enough for you concentrate on.’ He shoved one of the red balls into her mouth, then buckled it off in back. He gripped her chin and then, in a lightning fast move, slapped her face. ‘If it weren’t for this other slave I’d throw you in irons for a month with a steady diet of butt plugs.’

Olive’s head hung to the side, like a rag doll, and remained that way while Parnell resecured the large blindfold. He pinched a nipple and Olive roused a little, enough to satisfy Parnell that she wasn’t fully stunned. Then, from Hildee, he grabbed the other gag.

‘Alright, you,’ Parnell said to me. ‘We thought to give you a little grace period, but you’ve blown that.’

‘No, wait!’ I said. ‘What did you mean earlier? When you said ‘She’s Cono - ‘‘

But Parnell didn’t listen. The red ballgag forced my jaw open and I couldn’t do anything to stop Parnell from pushing it well past my teeth. The leather strap squeezed around my head and Parnell pulled it tight in back, probably down to the last hole. He unlocked the cuffs that held me against the wall, but, with another set, quickly relocked my hands in back. He pulled my hands way, way up in back and shoved me in front of him.

‘I wasn’t sure it was a good idea taking you in,’ he said. ‘I’m still not. But that doesn’t mean you can’t still be punished.’

I shuffled ahead of Parnell, on my toes, past all the watching, now approving women, and back up the stairs.

***

I hung suspended in space. We were on the second floor in a windowless, wood paneled room and my arms were stretched out tight overhead, wrists encased in two thick contoured leather suspension cuffs at the end of a chain. My legs were pointed like an arrow, ankles in cuffs too and anchored by rope several inches above a ring sunk in the hardwood floor. Drool ran down my chin and dripped onto my breasts.

Parnell and Marlena casually circled me, like two predators sniffing their latest prey. They each wielded a cat o’ nine tails, their leather blades smacking my bare skin. Not hard. More like a warmup.

‘Maybe making her kneel on a steel bar might teach her to her behave,’ Parnell suggested.

Marlena tilted her head to one side. ‘Hmm, I don’t know. That’s a little too passive. Let’s save that for an extended discipline session next time.’

‘If there is a next time.’

Marlena shot Parnell a look that said ‘Shut up.’

They circled some more and the cats, although they hurt, eventually brought forth a warm glow. I hung there, in a strangely comfortable pain while suggestions like a butt plug or nipple clamps were considered but discarded. They wanted something dramatic, quick and sudden to leave a definite impression.

‘Well, she’s already hung up,’ Marlena said. ‘Let’s work with that.’

Silence. The soft whipping stopped and they both stood in front of me, a pair of sadists considering their latest torture.

‘Spread her legs,’ Parnell said.

Marlena sighed. ‘You can’t fuck her again. That’s a reward.’

Parnell shook his head. ‘No. Spread her legs for this.’ He held up the cat.

Marlena’s eyes gleamed. ‘Oh, we haven’t done a pussy whipping in a while. But what about - you know.’

Parnell shook his head. ‘We’re the ones here now. Punishment delayed gives an impression of weakness. And we can’t afford that with this slave. Besides, we’re within our rights as doms-in-residence today.’

Marlena thought for a moment. Then, ‘Alright, let’s do it.’

They untied my legs, but didn’t spread them. That was left for me.

‘Open them up, slave,’ Marlena said. ‘C’mon. Show us that wet pussy.’

Marlena spoke so casually, like there wasn’t any doubt that I would obey. The cat pinwheeled in her hand, the swish of its leather blades increasing in tempo the closer Marlena brought it to my pussy.

‘Open your legs, slave,’ she said again, not so casual this time, the gleam in her eyes replaced by sadistic lust.

‘Do it,’ Parnell said. ‘Or you’ll get a shock dildo up your twat.’

They both smiled at that, daring me to disobey, to keep my legs closed so they could follow through on their threat. At that moment I realized it was a game; they threaten, I resist, they punish which brings more resistance in an ever increasing spiral of pain and pleasure for both of us. And yet I could always just walk away.

Or could I? Suddenly, I remembered something Olive tried to warn me about, that Parnell and Marlena would come on all nicey nice, but what if I tried calling a halt… Wait a minute, was I really a prisoner? Or was it just part of Parnell’s and Marlena’s game? None of this worked without an edge, that small uncertainty that I really couldn’t just stop all this, couldn’t just walk away without them stopping me. But they said I could. Or was that little ceremony of my giving consent just a bunch of bullshit?

But if I really had the power to stop this whole thing, what did that mean?

That I was the one really in charge. But that’s kind of hard to grasp when you’re hung up with a cat inching closer to your pussy. Was that what Olive really warned me about? That every dom’s weakness was when a slave said stop, they had to stop? But right now it didn’t feel that way. The dangerous thing about Parnell and Marlena was they didn’t play by those rules. And that seduced me even further into their power. Maybe with others it might be the dom who needed a slave more, but right now it was the slave, me, who needed them. Now, with the cat twirling just mere inches away, the longing, deep and primal, of that whip on my flesh was too much to ignore. I wanted it, oh, I craved it. On my skin. Anywhere.

I gripped the overhead chain, my fingers seeking something solid while I slowly split apart my legs, but not all the way.

Marlena’s pinwheeling cat crept closer and the leather generated a breeze that only fanned my wet pussy. Marlena halted the advance, just short of my crotch.

‘More, slave,’ she said, and licked her lips. ‘Really show it to me.’

I closed my eyes, lifted my legs higher, wider.

‘Oh, look at that, Parnell,’ Marlena cooed, ‘isn’t she just beautiful? I can’t wait to do Nita like this.’

Parnell didn’t answer, but I heard his cat start to pinwheel as well. Still, it was Marlena’s leather blades that teased me, the ends barely brushing my wet, juicy lips and I held my breath. Then tiny stings that not only shot cool pain from the center of my existence outward, but also taunted with the seduction of ecstatic fire set all my nerves aflame. At last the blades slapped my pussy in a light, repeated assault of blissful torture and I moaned behind the gag. Oh, yes! Bring it! Go on. More. Harder.

As if she read my mind Marlena altered the angle, the blades now beating the inner, tender part of my left thigh and I cried out past the ballgag, incoherent in this new, less painful but no less intense sensation. Then Parnell’s cat struck my ass. No shy, almost bashful moves like with Marlena. Parnell left no doubt that this whip was wielded by a man. I twisted at his full on, explosive strikes across my butt cheeks, which only pushed me closer to Marlena’s cat and resumed the tiny, teasing kisses from her. She concentrated the end of her cat’s blades on my pussy and now two raging infernos threatened to consume my entire being in a sear of fiery gluttony.

‘Keep that pussy open!’ Marlena warned.

My legs trembled, but I held them up, spread them even wider in welcome of the deserved punishment. Less than a few hours in Club Odalisque and already I had broken the rules, talked to another slave, actually pulled against my leash and disobeyed my immediate superior, even if Hildee was another slave. There were three black marks against me that could only be wiped away by submission to a cleansing sentence of red welts on my skin and punishment to my most private of parts. So I spread my legs even wider, held them up higher, and screamed past the ballgag as Marlena lovingly tortured my pussy. And, with his blistering leather slaps, Parnell would also make sure that whenever I sat down the next day and beyond that I would remember why I hurt, that I deserved this. The explosions on my ass forced my attention away from Marlena’s pussy tease and admitted me to a world of transformative pain.

The pain was all, and the pain took me away toward a height I had briefly reached in the sub-basement, under the guidance of the man in the white mask. Now, I almost made it back there, an excruciating plateau of nirvana, but this time wasn’t like before. Marlena and Parnell were good, but now my flight was more like a steady effort, tinged with labor, unlike before when I soared with very little exertion and the bliss rushed and enveloped my whole being in a flash. Yet, the slowness of my approach satisfied me in a different way. Still not at the peak, but within reach, and nirvana now beckoned to me languidly, like an old friend who knew me all too well. Marlena’s blades swung closer to my pussy and my unpredictable friend called Pleasure enwrapped my inner psyche and welcomed me once more in its fleeting embrace.

‘Oh, she’s already in subspace,’ Marlena said. ‘I don’t want this little one to slip away that easily.’

‘Then don’t let her,’ Parnell said. ‘You know what to do.’

The whipping stopped and Marlena quickly tore the ballgag from my mouth. I opened my eyes, just in time to see…

Marlena swung her arm up and around in a huge pinwheel.

The cat swished, lightning fast. Behind me, Parnell’s did the same.

‘Awwww fuuccck! Fucck fuck fuccck!’

Nothing blissful or even remotely subtle shot through my pussy and then the rest of my body. My legs collapsed, twisted in on themselves, too late to protect my pussy and stop the horrid pain that commanded me back to hell on earth. Oh, god. God! Fucking sadistic bastards!

Next thing I knew I was on the floor, curled up, my hands buried deep in my crotch. I gasped for breath and then Marlena’s and Parnell’s hands were on me, forcing my hands away, tearing my legs apart, but not for sex. From nowhere they brought out my clothes and roughly pulled my panties up followed by my pants. They didn’t bother with my bra or shoes, but my shirt did manage to find its way past my head and over my breasts. When I didn’t move they each dragged me by an arm, my legs trailing behind, down the stairs, past the foyer and out through the vestibule. Their dark barracuda waited by the curb. A quick flip forward of the backrest for the passenger front seat and I was dumped on the wide seat in back.

Marlena drove while Parnell coaxed out of me my address as I lay curled up in back, nursing the afterglow of my torturous delight. After a short time the car stopped and Parnell lifted me out, sitting me on the front stoop of the brownstone that I now called home.

‘You have to decide,’ Parnell told me through my haze of fading pain. ‘Is this really what you want? Because Conover should know, we also don’t fuck around.’

He threw my shoes and bra at my feet. The car door slammed and the barracuda’s powerful engine peeled rubber.

Somehow I found my legs, fell through the front door and collapsed in the kitchen. And I began to cry. Not because of the hurt, but, like before in the sub-basement, it ended all too soon. I didn’t get enough. Parnell said I had a choice, and I thought I was the one really in charge, but both those assumptions were bogus. As I lay there, an absolute mess, I realized even if I did know who I really was, and how I got into all this, I still would go back to seek the dark pleasure of Club Odalisque. I would go back, because I couldn’t stay away.




Chapter Five

The Name

I had gotten so close. So close.

I drifted through a mental fog for I don’t how many days as my ass and pussy recovered. Tried to make like a normal person; went outside, had dinner, even took in a movie or two, but I couldn’t remember any of the details. Vague people shapes drifted in front of and around me. Voices spoke in troubled dreams and I answered back, but what we talked of I did not know. The only thing that I understood was their accusatory tone, of a sense of betrayal and my own guilt. And as my bruises turned color the creeping hunger of leather slowly consumed me, took over all my thoughts, and offered a veiled promise that if I would return, just one more time to that shadowy world, I might find the answers I sought. But I didn’t need any pledge - I would go back, whether the answers were there or not. I needed to return to that world just as much as I needed food, to breathe or even to sleep.

The dreams. Olive’s face was clear now, but the others were still half hidden in gloom. I could make out some features, but I still couldn’t remember them. They scuttled about in terror, but Olive now acted as my guide, no matter what situation I found myself in; often I was tied up and whipped by an obscure man figure. It seemed he spoke in English, but I never could understand what he said. Olive would translate in gibberesh too, and somehow I would understand the order and complied, readied myself for the latest punishment or discipline I had to endure. Yet, in one dream, I found myself standing over a naked Olive with a whip in hand. Olive backed away on all fours in dread as I expertly cracked the whip just over her head. She flinched, covered herself up and cried out in an unknown language that begged forgiveness, yet I whipped her until she was nothing more than a blubbering mass. But no welts came up on her skin. Instead the red, angry marks were on mine. I screamed…

…and awoke, not sure of my surroundings. Where? Who? Wait, wait. I was home. Yes, that’s what I called this place now; the familiar four poster canopy above, the firm mattress underneath and soft pillows all around. My mouth dry, my shaking hands grabbed a half-filled glass of water that I always left on the nightstand. Okay, girl, nice easy sips, don’t spill. There. There, that wasn’t too hard. Now lay back down. Dawn was peeking through the windows, yet still plenty of time to endure more dreams of bondage.

The cell phone rang. Loud.

I had set the ringtone to old-style so that there would be no doubt that someone had dialed my number. The last thing I wanted was a call or text while I just slept through it. Little chance of that though; since that night in the sub-basement it had stayed stubbornly quiet, but now I frantically groped for it, the little blue light teasing me in the dark. I clasped the phone and clumsily flipped it open.

well hello sleepy hurd bout ur time @ club

Really? This idiot just wanted to chit chat? Alright, fine. I’ll fucking play. I rubbed the sleep from my eyes and tried to focus on the little letters I typed.

dont think i did well

I waited. And waited. Just about when I was ready to give up on a reply…

no kidding and Mar and Par as escorts give me a break

Oh, so I’m being graded?

not like I had much choice

A much quicker reply this time.

yes u did could have waited for someone else

Really? Just how long was I supposed to sit at that door? They had already threatened to call the cops.

I sent: for who maybe you

A pause. Then: possibly

I sat up and threw aside the sheets. were u trying to meet me there why not just tell where club was

couldnt

WHY

needed to find it urself and the way u didnt give up search for club proved that you werent kidding

I ‘grred’ silently. None of this was getting me anywhere. I didn’t text anything back and suddenly found myself in a game of chicken. Who would text the other first? I held my breath.

do you want back in club

Immediate response: YES please

Nothing came back. Oh, shit.

‘Please,’ I whispered, hoping whoever at the other end would actually hear my prayer. ‘Please, I need to get back in there.’

just cant stay away from whips and ropes can you

‘More than you could ever guess,’ I said, but there was no way I was going to text that.

Instead I texted: they threw me out told me to think if this what i really want

oh yes i know talking out of turn to superior slave disobeying orders pulling on leash WHAT WERE U THINKING

‘But, but, there was another girl there,’ I said. ‘Someone I thought I knew - ‘

The next text came as if they had really heard my sorry ass excuse.

people there to forget who they are in real world for some it is their real world goddam those two

If a feeling of calm could transform into anger through a single text message then that’s what happened. Yet, I got the impression that whoever this mysterious contact was that they weren’t fuming so much at me as at Marlena and Parnell. As for why I didn’t know, but the next text eerily parroted what Parnell said.

they dont fuck around

Another long pause. Then:

you must show yourself worthy

‘Worthy?’ I said. ‘How…’

No response at the other end and, for a moment, I thought whoever was there had really hung up this time. Then at last:

restaurant in Chelsea will text the address and time don’t be late

‘Oh, no. You’re not leaving me hanging,’ I hissed.

Me: why not tell me now

NO must make arrangements patience slave patience

***

No way I fell back asleep. I got up, took a long shower and thoroughly checked my body. The welts were still fading, but my pussy had gone back to its normal tenderness. And I kept the phone near. Now never more than two feet away. But no text came. The morning wore on and the phone remained stubbornly silent. Afternoon arrived and I tried to guess which restaurant it was. I went old school to keep the phone free and checked the phone book. My eyes squinted as I started going down all the restaurant listings, somehow hoping a name might jump out, but I came up just as frustrated. And reading all the tiny print provided nothing more than a monstrous headache. I took some painkillers but the headache was so bad I might as well have been swallowing candy. I rubbed my temples, my forehead, but nothing helped. The tension built and built inside, waiting for the tiniest thing to set it off. Ready to explode. Explode!

Ring!

Aw fuck!

My hand shot out, stabbed at the phone, hating and loving it at the same time. My fingers fumbled it and the phone bounced off the floor. For a brief, stunned moment, I thought it was broken. There went my last contact, my last grasp for sanity. The light was out, but no, it was laying face down. I scooped it up; still working, thank god.

I flipped open the phone, scrolled to the text mailbox. There it was. Everything I needed to know to resume the hunt. The restaurant’s name told me why it wasn’t listed in the phone book. Among other instructions the text told me the time I was to be there, only a couple of hours from now. Suddenly the headache, the tension was gone. In fact, I felt rested, refreshed as if I had taken a long, peaceful nap. A calm assurance filled me that taking orders, even from such a strange and mysterious source, was what I wanted, needed. And, as I prepared for the evening, I possessed a peaceful certainty that I would begin to find the answers I sought at Le Fouet Enroule.

***

Unlike before for some reason this time flashing more than a little leg in my dress’s slit didn’t make it difficult to hail a cab, much less one to take me to Chelsea. The text had commanded me to dress like a stylish courtesan, so the black dress I choose wasn’t the same I wore when I left the hospital. This one was much more modest, full length, but with the right bit of cleavage and a slit up the right side to boot. With an added pair of elbow length black gloves I appeared just the right mix of demure and slutty, going either to the opera or on a secret date.

We wound up cutting through Central Park, then south on ninth. Traffic was heavy, but the cabbie pulled a couple of crazy moves and I stepped out onto a dark street.

The area was deathly quiet. The cab’s red tail lights dwindled away and I wondered if I was in the right place. To my left a mountain of plastic trash bags just about blocked my view of a neon signed, psychic reader store-front sandwiched between a graffitied bodega and a run down pizza delivery shop. On the other side of the street was a long line of blacked out windows with a for lease sign. But just beyond them, a little further away, a single white light shone down on the sidewalk. A man and woman hastily strode from the other direction. They were well dressed like me, yet also totally out of character for the neighborhood. But I caught a glimpse of something shiny that hung from the front of the woman’s neck. A leash. And her arms remained stiff behind her, as if they were tied in back. They halted in the glare of the bright light. A blacked out glass door quickly opened and they slipped inside.

That had to be the place. But when I stood in front of the glass door there wasn’t any address number above it, nor on any of the other nearby buildings. How typical. But from inside there drifted out the low babble of voices, perhaps an occasional clink of dish upon dish, then the sharp crack of a whip. Suddenly, the door swung open, almost hitting me in the face and a big, burly man blocked my way.

‘What is it?’ he rasped.

‘I’m…looking for…Le Fouet Enroule.’

‘Maybe you’ve found it, maybe not. What do you want?’

I blinked. ‘What do you mean ‘What do I want’? I want to get in.’

The big man shook his head. ‘I’ve never seen you before. And you’re a single woman too.’

I remembered the trouble I had getting into Club Odalisque and my head sagged into my hand. ‘Aw fuck. Not another escort club.’

‘What’re you talking about? Escort? This isn’t a fuckin’ whorehouse.’

‘No, no! Ah, bad choice of words. I didn’t make myself clear.’

The man leaned down over me, his bulk blocking out the overhead light, a threatening, dark giant. ‘Oh, you’re making yourself clear, alright. But the problem, you beautiful piece of ass, is that you have to prove that your real and not some poser.’

‘But how? Wait, I got this text…’ I started to pull out my phone.

‘Big deal. Shit like that can be faked.’ He started to close the door.

‘No, don’t!’ I grabbed his huge arm. ‘Wait! There’s gotta be - ‘ I stopped and suddenly knew I had the best kind of proof.

I pulled up my dress and spread my legs, let him get a good look at the fading bruises on the inside of my thighs. ‘Is that enough for you?’

The man gazed at my bruises, longer than I thought necessary, but still shook his head no. ‘So, you’ve endured the lash. That ain’t nuthin’ - ‘

A voice called from behind the big man. A woman’s. ‘Louis, qu’est-ce que c’est?’

‘Cette salope veut entrer.’

The door opened further and a woman in a spaghetti strapped, sleek red dress peered around the man’s large frame. She regarded me for a moment, dark eyes in an attractive, if firm face edge in long, dark, straight hair. Her eyes seemed pinched, like she had more than enough to worry about without having to act as door security as well, but then something sparked in those eyes and the door swung open further.

‘Tout va bien, Louis. Laissez-la entrer.’

Louis didn’t look too sure about the whole situation, but then he relented. ‘Oui, Maitresse Ranya.’

Louis stepped back, forced a smile and with sweep of his arm said, ‘Welcome to Le Fouet Enroule.’

I almost darted past him, afraid that he might change his mind, in spite of what was ordered, but he didn’t say anything more. Within a few steps I stood next to ‘Mistress Ranya’, who still held me with that appraising look. When she spoke it was without a trace of any foreign accent. ‘So, madam. Your first time here?’

‘Ah, yes. Yes, I think so,’ I said and laughed nervously. ‘Uh, table for one?’

Mistress Ranya didn’t return the humor. ‘All our tables are at least for two or more. But you’re in luck, tonight there are a few people here in need of, shall we say, dinner companions.’ She gestured to a small bar area where about six or seven men and women lounged, probably sizing each other up as to suitability for a temporary match. All were impeccably dressed in fine suits or long gowns.

‘I, uh, I didn’t know I needed to bring a date,’ I said.

‘There are no voyeurs allowed in here,’ said Mistress Ranya. ‘Select a dinner companion for the evening or you will be asked to leave.’

Shit. So that was the little test for me; come here and pick a partner for the night. Show how committed I am to SM. If I didn’t I would get a failing grade and I could probably forget all about returning to Club Odalisque and getting the answers I needed. Alright, if that’s the way it was…

Then why was I so secretly thrilled?

I couldn’t help myself. I wanted to do this anyway. The thought of picking up someone, at random, and have them dominate me set my pussy juices flowing. Already I could feel my face flush with anticipation of a stranger’s hands on my skin, much like I had experienced in the sub-basement with the man in the white mask. I tried my best to coolly saunter over to the bar area, but inside I was a raging inferno. Which one? The men all seemed confident enough. But why limit myself? What about a woman? As long as she wasn’t catty.

Faces turned toward me, eyes assessing, their minds probably imagining what it might be like to have me at their feet. But as for myself nothing sparked inside me of ‘Must have, must have’. And if I was going to do this, I wanted some kind of connection to the other person.

A darkly handsome man sat close to the far end of the bar, alone, nursing a drink. He seemed off in his own little world, and didn’t give me or anyone else any attention at all. His isolation was reinforced by an empty bar stool on either side of him.

I said, ‘Hello.’

Mysterious, brooding eyes swung up and held mine for a moment, then returned back to his drink.

I slid down on a stool next to him. ‘I need a date for tonight.’

‘No kidding,’ he said. ‘What a coincidence.’ He took a gulp from his drink. When the glass met the bar again his eyes stayed on the glass.

Fuck this. I don’t care how badly I wanted to get in here and prove myself. I didn’t need some miserable, jaded dom to beg to pay attention to me. I got up to leave.

‘So, you’re her,’ he said.

That stopped me. ‘What are you talking about?’

‘A friend of mine said that I might meet someone here. A woman who was a slave, but who didn’t take shit.’

I sat back down. ‘A friend? A friend like Marlena or Parnell?’

He stared at me, as if I had just said something very bad. He downed the last of his drink, and now he got up to leave. ‘I don’t know what kind of game…’

‘No, wait!’ I said, and grabbed his arm. ‘We’ve been set up. Look, I don’t fully understand what’s going on here either, but we both need to get past that bitch of a mistress out there. You wanted to be here too, or else you’d be off in some regular bar getting drunk. How am I doing so far?’

He didn’t move.

‘I’m fairly new to all this,’ I said. ‘Well, to this SM thing, I think.’

‘Me too.’

Now I backed off a little. ‘Now who’s running a game? You trying to lie your way into tying up some naïve girl? No way you’re a beginner.’

‘Well, I have done some tying up, but until a few months ago that was my ex-wife, and just a couple of short lines of rope. I’ve had plenty of chances to improve since then. There was one other, I don’t know who she - ‘ He stopped, embarrassed that perhaps he almost revealed too much. He cleared his throat and gestured around us. ‘But nothing like this.’

‘Why should I believe you?’

He shrugged. ‘You don’t have too. But to get to me you walked past several people who obviously wanted you under their thumb. The question you should be asking is: How badly do I want to have dinner here tonight?’

He had me there. How badly? So bad that if I didn’t get a partner for dinner I would never get back in to Club Odalisque.

He waited a moment, and when I didn’t tell him no, he squeezed my arm and directed us back to the maitre d’ station. Ranya was still there, almost like she had waited for us. On our approach she gestured to a tall, shapely woman with a model’s face and long, light russet hair. She was dressed only in red high heels and a shiny black, thin leather collar.

I froze. She was another one of the women from the videos. The wild one.

‘This is Chamberlin, one of my personal slaves,’ Ranya said. ‘She will see to all your dining needs.’

The slave didn’t move.

Ranya glared at Chamberlin. In a sudden move, she grabbed the slave’s pussy, the muscles and tendons on her arm in clear definition. Chamberlin cried out and went down to her knees. Still, Ranya didn’t let go, bending down to whisper in Chamberlin’s ear. The slave squeezed her eyes shut, mouth downturned in pain, but she didn’t fight off Ranya’s grip. Chamberlin nodded, tears spilling down her cheeks. Ranya let go and Chamberlin leaned forward on her hands, gasping for air.

Ranya straightened and Chamberlin eventually did also. Ranya held her pussy smeared hand in front of Chamberlin who licked it clean, her tongue not missing a gleaming drop.

‘As I said, Chamberlin will see to all your dining needs,’ Ranya said. ‘Please, let me know if she fails to satisfy.’

Chamberlin struggled to her feet and on still shaking legs led us into the restaurant proper. I got not even the slightest sign of recognition from Chamberlin, so I kept my mouth shut. I was already on thin ice and I didn’t want to do anything to blow my chances now. Soon, we were at a small, round table in the middle of the room, wooden chairs creaking underneath us. Chamberlin knelt, offered up menus and kept her head down while we ordered, hands on her thighs. Her head shook slightly, like she suppressed some great rage, but when we finished she submissively gathered up our menus.

‘Don’t you need to write down our orders?’ my dinner companion asked.

Chamberlin drew a long, single breath through her nose, like she fought to keep her anger under control. ‘I’ll remember it, sir,’ she said. ‘Is there anything else?’

‘Yes,’ he said. ‘Stand up, turn around, and bend over.’

Chamberlin’s head shot up, red-rimmed eyes full of fire. But she stood up and presented her ass.

He slapped her twice, one for each cheek.

‘That’s for keeping us waiting while your mistress was forced to punish you. Now move.’

Chamberlin slowly straightened and, red ass cheeks matching her red facial cheeks, disappeared into the kitchen.

‘Are you sure you were allowed to do that?’ I asked. ‘Punishing someone else’s slave?’

He shrugged. ‘Maybe not. I guess if I’m in trouble I’ll find out soon enough.’

I glanced toward Mistress Ranya. She had seen the whole thing and hadn’t made a move toward us. It wasn’t like she stood there in shock, more like surprise, and approval.

She also watched closely as after some minutes Chamberlin returned with the order. The slave avoided eye contact, especially with the man that had imposed his will on her. He got his food in front of him first, then me. With a bowed head, Chamberlin backed away, this time disappearing through a large, hammered out hole in the brick wall that obviously led to that closed store with the ‘For Lease’ sign hanging in the window.

For the most part we ate in silence. I could hardly eat anything, I was so nervous, so anxious to get on with the rest of whatever was supposed to happen. And we hadn’t even exchanged names. What was the point? I would probably never see this man again and, if what he said about his SM background were true, I was probably light years ahead of him in experience - his punishing of someone else’s slave without the dom’s permission indicated that. Not that I didn’t mind having a beginner, but the way I reacted in the sub-basement, then in Club Odalisque, and my dreams, told me that I definitely wasn’t any rookie. So to get the answers I wanted I needed a more sure hand wielding the whip, a hand that belonged to someone like, well someone like Marlena and Parnell. For all I knew, they could be here in hiding, watching us.

Apparently the little demonstration of male dominance made other people check us out too, their eyes quickly glancing our way, then back to their own table. Given our position in the room I suddenly felt that we were both on display, but my companion didn’t seem affected by it. Rather, whenever he did catch someone looking at us he returned the stare measure for measure until they broke contact, then casually returned to his food. But then, I noticed he also ate very little. Still, some bolder ladies gave him more than a quick glance as they left the restaurant altogether with their date. For my part I was confused that some people actually came here to just eat.

Most stayed though. And at last the pretense of our dinner came to an end. As other people filtered through the brick wall, we nodded to each other in silent agreement and followed the crowd.

As I suspected, it was the abandoned store next door, and there was a lot of space. Huge contraptions, all for the purpose of pleasurable torture, were set up everywhere with still more than enough room for people to comfortably wander around. Already, many women were tied to them, waitresses and dinner guests alike, writhing under the whip, or suspended from the ceiling either right side up or upside down. Music, loud, yet not deafening, played from several speakers hung overhead.

In spite of the no voyeur policy, several people mingled and watched, sipping the last of their drinks. I wondered at the double standard, that I wasn’t allowed in without a play partner and the implication that I was expected to actively take part. But then I noticed that several of the voyeurs were actually putting their names down on lists next to the devices, waiting their turn. Except for one area near the center of the floor.

A sturdy, metal bar hung in a pool of severe light. Empty leather cuffs on either end waited for a slave to give them purpose while, on the floor below, another metal bar was bolted by its center into the concrete floor. A whip hung down from the center of the overhead bar. No one was signing up to use it.

‘It looks like just a whipping area,’ I said.

‘Or a space for interrogation,’ said my companion.

A man pushed a well bound up woman up to the edge of the light. The closer she got the more her eyes widened in terror until she nearly became a mass of hysteria. At last, kneeling, almost doubled over and at his feet, the woman begged for mercy. After several moments of intense pleading the man relented and dragged the woman away to a torture rack set up in a far corner. Even at such a distance I could see the woman still shake in nervousness at what she must have considered a very close call. The man’s whip lit into her and she screamed. Yet, in between the screams she thanked her master for not putting her in the light.

But that wasn’t the end for that deserted spot. A classically clad leather dominatrix pulled another slave woman by her hair on her ass toward the light. The slave, an almost painfully thin, long haired blonde, beat against the dom’s arms, stamped her feet on the floor, and also begged that she would do anything, anything to prevent herself from spending time strung up in the light. The dominatrix wrenched the woman up to her knees and slapped her, then dragged the slave off to another female slave. The second slave’s legs were already split wide open on a wooden rack, an invitation for pussy play, and the dominatrix shoved her blonde haired slave’s mouth deep between the open legs. The blonde slave’s head vigorously bobbed up and down on the open pussy, her actions eager, almost too eager, to please her mistress.

What was it about the light? Why did everyone avoid it and try to promise everything to please their dom just as long as they weren’t suspended there? It looked innocent enough, if such a word could be used for bondage equipment. Sure, it was in the middle of the room which implied you were the center of attention. You would be stretched out between two spreader bars and whipped, but that wasn’t anything new. Still, while everyone steered clear, somehow I felt drawn to it. Without quite realizing it, I stood just a few feet away, gazing at the spreader bars, the whip, trying to find something different about it all; what was it about this device that inspired such fear?

Inside my clutch my phone rang. I barely heard it over the music and screams but I got it out.

stand in light

I hurriedly glanced around. My partner for the night stood several yards behind me, his gaze intense on the whip, then on me, then back to the whip. He wasn’t on the phone, so that took care of any suspicion I had that he was the one who was texting me.

Another text.

STAND IN LIGHT

I texted back: why just to please you

The reply: u might find out something about ur self

I slammed the phone shut. Talk about fucking games! And suddenly I didn’t feel like playing. I turned, ready to walk out when I ran into my partner standing directly behind me. He seemed as nervous as the previous slaves who were threatened by their doms. But he gently gripped my shoulders and backed me up into the light.

‘Stand here,’ he said. ‘Or neither of us is going to get what we want.’

‘Yeah?’ I said, not quite ready to just go along. ‘Just how do you know that?’

‘Because almost everyone here is watching us.’

It was true. Oh, they weren’t obvious about it but, just like back in the restaurant, eyes flicked at us, then flicked away. Whips still cracked through the air, ropes were knotted, yet everyone in the room held their collective breath.

Soon my arms were spread overhead, legs opened up and secured. My partner’s hands shook with a slight nervousness, but also were fast and nimble. Then those hands ripped the dress apart, from my cleavage down and, with a small knife loaned by one of the many gathering spectators, cut away my black bra and panties. He shook the whip out, getting used to its weight. My hands formed into fists and I set my jaw in defiance.

‘Alright, you fucker,’ I hissed. ‘You got me here. Are you going to use that whip or are you just blowing smoke up my ass?’

I don’t know why I said that. If anything, I should have just kept my mouth shut. He would have used the whip, eventually, but I couldn’t just hang there, passive and unresisting. I needed to maintain some kind of control but, as I realized later, the more I tried to control things, the more I couldn’t, which made me only more angry.

‘This is the Light of Truth,’ someone said. From amongst the now large crowd Ranya stepped forward. ‘Whosoever stands there is bound to tell the truth of whatever is asked of them.’

‘Really?’ I said, still full of defiance. ‘And how do you tell if they are? Some kind of lie detector?’

‘In a sense. We,’ Ranya gestured to everyone there, ‘will decide if you are telling the truth. If not, then until you do your torturer,’ she nodded at my partner, ‘will apply the required persuasion.’

‘And if I don’t?’ my partner-torturer asked.

‘You are being tested also. Surely you’ve noticed potential slaves appraising you? Now is the time to show them that you really are a master.’

At Ranya’s direction my partner took up position behind me. The whip cracked in the air a few times as he tested its range.

Ranya stood right in front of me, in the position of interrogator.

‘How did you find out about this place?’

I didn’t feel like answering her questions. ‘Fuck you.’

Crack.

‘Aaaii!’

‘Non-replies will be treated as falsehoods. We don’t advertise and people come here strictly on a double referral basis. So when a lone bitch shows up at the door we’re a little suspicious. So, once again: How did you find us?’

My arms strained against the leather cuffs. ‘Fuck - ‘

Crack.

‘Aaaiiii!’

‘Let’s try another angle. Do you know why you’re here?’

My breasts rose and fell as I gasped for air. ‘What? Why I’m here? I don’t know -’

Crack!

‘Aiiiooo! Oh, oh, oh!’

‘If you keep on trying to dodge the questions, then punishment will only become more intense.’ Ranya nodded toward my partner. ‘Slap her.’

The stranger that I had met just that night, the handsome man with the brooding eyes, came around and stood in front of me. His open palm met my cheek. Three times. My head jerked right, then left, then right again. He returned to his previous position behind me.

‘How did you find Le Fouet Enroule?’

My sight red, I sensed everyone watching me. The redness slowly faded but I still couldn’t see them as the Light of Truth shone right down into my eyes. And I got warmer, sweat breaking out on my brow and chest. The faceless mass almost seemed to lean forward so that they wouldn’t miss my reply. Through numbed lips I managed to mumble an answer. ‘I…I don’t know.’

Crack. Crack crack crack!

‘Aaaii! Oh, god, oh god. I’m telling the truth! It’s the truth!’

‘No, it isn’t. What kind of fools do you take us for?’

Craaaaaack!

‘Awwwggg! Alright, alright! I get messages. Texts.’

‘Humph. Sounds like you just now made that up.’ Ranya nodded at my partner again. The end of the whip slithered across the floor, readied for another strike.

‘It’s the truth.’ I said. ‘Check my purse. Go on! Check my phone.’

Ranya dug through my clutch, found the phone and flipped it open. After a moment or two of pressing buttons her eyes narrowed as she read. ‘These messages could have been faked. Not what I would call convincing proof.’

‘Well, that’s all you’re gonna get, you bitch!’

Crack. Crack crack crack crack crack! The hardest ones yet.

‘Awwww shiiiiit! They’re real, they’re real! Truth! Truth! I’m not lying!’

Ranya kept my phone, still going through the messages to somehow verify my story. Several people from the pressing crowd then took their turns at the interrogation. Was this my first time tied up? Did I like to be with women? Did I eat pussy? Swallow cum? Take it up the ass? Did I scream when I climaxed? How tight did I like the ropes? Ever slave to a man or woman for more than just one night? Did I have an auction fantasy? A medical fetish? What about public play? Public humiliation? Suspension? Crotch ropes? Kidnapping?

They came at me so fast, I couldn’t answer them all soon enough before the whip flew again and added to my growing number of fiery red marks. And many of the questions I really didn’t have an answer to, not the kind they would believe anyway. I tried to keep some wit about myself, tried to give them what they wanted. Yes, yes, yes. I wanted it all, I said, at which point they figured I was lying again and I not only got whipped all over once more, but the bar above ascended, pulling me up on my toes, straining all my muscles. Sweat stung my eyes. My hair hung lank about my shoulders.

‘Arrnn…ahhhh….Oh, you fuckers. You pussy fuckers!’ I shouted.

‘What’s the matter, slave,’ Ranya said, once more her full attention on me. ‘Can’t take it?’

‘Ahhh, ahh, ahh!’ I screamed as more strokes from the whip landed. ‘No, ahh, you…bitch. When ahhh! When is the fun gonna really start?’

A few people laughed. If I thought my challenge was going to raise some hackles it fell absolutely flat.

‘Alright, slave, we get it,’ Ranya calmly said. ‘Just a few more questions. Why are you here?’

My partner twisted the whip, its leather creaking in his hands. Decide, I told myself. Make up another story, or tell them the real truth? But they had already shown they didn’t want the real truth, about the texts, my amnesia, the dreams, the ‘anguishment’ in the sub-basement. It was so complicated I barely believed it myself. No, they wanted something simple. A simple truth.

‘I’m here…I’m here because… my dom told me.’

It was the truth. At its core. A dom, my master (or maybe my mistress I realized), had sent me instructions to come here. But the only proof I had were the text messages, and already Ranya doubted them.

‘A dom?’ Ranya said. ‘The same one who sent you these messages,’ Ranya asked, holding up the phone. ‘Who is this dom?’

Through the stringy sweat of my hair I raised my head. ‘I don’t know.’

Crack!

‘Aw, shit! Alright, alright!’

‘Tell us, slave. No more dodging the truth. Who? Is it your torturer? Is this some kind of little psycho-drama you two cooked up?’

Everyone expected me to confess to that. Their stances, their knowing smiles telegraphed what they thought.

But sometimes the simplest truth can be the hardest to accept. I gave them a name. The only one I had to give.

‘I obey…Conover.’

The whole mood of the room changed in an instant. The smiles vanished. The easy stances suddenly tightened up. People drifted back to their whips and ropes, but now quieter and with an edge of tension. Oh, the night went on, slaves writhed under the whip, ropes tied up willing flesh, mouths were crammed full of gags, but no one asked me another question. In fact, they acted like I wasn’t even there.

If it weren’t for my handsome torturer I might have been left hanging like that all night. He was the only person who remained near me, who didn’t treat me like some outcast. Like me, the expression on his face indicated that he wasn’t as confused as myself at the crowd’s sudden change, but he didn’t offer any explanation either. Yet, his earlier nervousness from before was now gone, replaced by the calm self-assurance that he had shown earlier with Chamberlin. He lowered the overhead bar, loosed the leather cuffs and carried my sweat soaked body in his arms back to the restaurant. He arranged my torn dress around my hips, wrapped me in his coat. He even helped me cum, his fingers in my pussy, a mercy that I begged for and that he provided. I sucked him off too, a slave’s thanks for the mutual pleasure we had given each other. I wanted to swallow his cum, but he said he wasn’t sure that was correct. I wasn’t his slave.

He rode with me on the silent cab ride home. Supported me as I shook on once again what were unsteady legs to the door, and I felt strength in his arms, compassion in how he didn’t ask to come inside. And in us both there was a desire, a hunger, to share even more than what we already had, that the time we spent together was intense, yet not nearly enough.

‘My name is Lawrence,’ he said on the front stoop. ‘Lawrence Guidry. My real name.’

He waited for a moment, waited to hear my real name, but I couldn’t answer. He took back his coat. I covered my marked up breasts with my arms. He turned and left. He took his real name with him, and left me without mine.




Chapter Six

Disobedience

I greeted the dawn, still wrapped in my torn dress, again staring at the ‘normal’ people rushing here and there on their own secret worries. A part of me hoped that the longer I watched, the more I would become like them, with a place to go to, things to do to improve my self-worth, and a name to call my own.

Anonymous. That was what I had become, just waiting around for my next order from a mysterious text on the phone, my next clue as to how I might put back together the shattered pieces of my life. And there were people out there willing to help me, like Marlena and Parnell, maybe even Olive or Lorenz. All these people reaching out to lift me up, only in their hands were whips, ropes and gags, and an unknown price.

Except one, a stranger from last night who didn’t demand anything except my temporary obedience. Who gave me the truth of his name, and only gently suggested that I give him mine. But not even that simple request could I fulfill. Since this whole thing started, with all these dominant people ordering me about, you could say that my not giving him my real name was my first act of disobedience, an act in which I had no choice. But I knew right then that my next act of disobedience would be deliberate.

The phone rang. Another text. I left it behind on the kitchen table, next to my clutch purse, made my way upstairs and just let warm shower water cascade down my bruised and battered skin, washing away the sweat and tension of last night. My hair fell down past my eyes, around my shoulders and partially over my breasts, stringy and wet. My hands pressed flat against the brown and white swirly granite wall, a small sign that even though my life had crumbled something solid and sure remained, even if it was indifferent to my trials. And the water just kept on coming, flowed down until my fingers pruned and I realized the answers I sought weren’t to be found in isolation. So I dragged myself back to the land of the living, blow-dried my hair and surveyed my body in a full length mirror. Yes, battered and bruised, marked up and sore, but still capable. Yet, it was my eyes that I gazed at the longest. After a night like that most would have dark bags and be heavy-lidded. But mine were bright, open and refreshed, ready for the next test, the next clue.

And I knew from where it would come. There wasn’t any doubt.

Frankly, I don’t think the phone ever stopped ringing at all. By the time I got back to the kitchen, poured myself a bowl of cereal and finally got around to flipping open the phone, at least an hour must have elapsed. The texts were pretty much normal. Things like home yet, and r u too tired to answer at first, then growing concern about my non responses, until the more recent texts fairly shouted.

WHERE IN HELL R U

I didn’t reply. At least, not until another text arrived.

know u r there fuckin say sumthin

I grinned and thought: Okay. How’s this?

hanging out showered ate breakfast gonna nap now

The reply was immediate.

not now u r not u get ur ass upstairs

Fuck you. I’m not going anywhere. I shut the phone, then turned it off. I was tired of all this anonymous bullshit domination. I didn’t need some nameless shit yelling at me through texts. Suddenly, isolation was looking pretty good right about now. Fuck the next clue. Whoever was at the other end, hey, if they wanted to talk to me so badly, they could come by and knock. They said they knew where I was. That german guy Lorenz certainly did. Of course, there wasn’t any guarantee I was going to let him in or anyone else. Besides, I really was tired.

As it turned out I did take a nap, a long one. I let the television run and a parade of inane talk shows flickered across the screen, each one more idiotic than the last. I drifted off at some point and awoke as the afternoon shadows lengthened. I turned off the arguing heads and turned the phone back on; might as well get it over with.

The phone remained silent.

Humph. Maybe they took the hint.

I wandered about and felt rather smug with myself, winding up back in the kitchen. I may have been the submissive, but I was the one ultimately in charge. If I didn’t feel like bending over with my ass in the air like Chamberlin last night, I didn’t have to and all those other fucking self-important shitheads of doms could just go to hell. To emphasize my new attitude I shoved the phone back into my clutch.

What was this? Something small and hard inside the clutch. I dumped everything out onto the kitchen table; the phone, the wadded up hundred dollar bills and -

A small envelope with one word typed on it - Slave.

‘Slave’? It wasn’t like I hadn’t been called that in recent days, but…to see it in print, a figurative branding?! With a strange combination of thrill and fear I stood there aghast and realized someone last night must have slipped it in my clutch. Who? Lawrence? No, once I met him we were together the entire time. Ranya? Maybe. She did handle the clutch to get to my phone, but like Lawrence she was never alone with it. Chamberlin? No, even though she served us I didn’t see her in the room with the other players and while she was around my clutch never left my side. But while I was hung up in the Light of Truth I couldn’t account for it all the time. Someone had gotten to it and was still fucking with me! Who?

There was only one answer.

The text said: u get ur ass upstairs

The fourth floor. Was that person or persons up there now, watching and laughing as I gripped the envelope, my whole body shaking in rage?

With the envelope in hand I dashed up the stairs, yet the door was still locked, immovable, no matter how much I pounded or kicked. But no way was I going to let the door, the dom texting me on the phone, them, win this time. I was going to have this door down, even if I had to blow up half the block -

The door opened.

I nearly tumbled through. What the hell?

The envelope. My hand that held it had brushed against the electronic pad. I ripped the sucker open and found a small key card tucked inside. And a typed note. ‘Watch and learn. This is what happens to slaves who betray.’

So, someone wanted me to get in here. Only who? And why now?

It was dark. There were high arched windows, but mostly covered by thick, heavy drapes. I squinted my eyes, felt around for a light switch near the door and found it. Instead of bright light, I got a combination of soft red and blue, along with a heavy smell of leather.

Fuck. The whole space was a play room.

I recognized a rack, made of sturdy wood, for stretching a body to its limit and possibly beyond. Well worn ropes wound about a windlass at one end while sweat stains in the wood told me that it had been used more than once. A spreader bar bolted to the floor with another that hung above reminded me of the restaurant and what I had been bound to last night. I found another wall switch and a harsh light burned the spot where the slave would hang while interrogated. Someone’s private Light of Truth. Beyond, in the darker corners were a spanking horse, an X-frame that rotated, and a low, sturdy metal cage with a doggy bowl. On the walls hung various leather devices, too many for me to count or even name. But on the far side, just beyond the foot of a bed, canopied like mine downstairs, but with gleaming chains hanging from each poster, sat a laptop on a wooden chest. The laptop’s lid was up and, as I came around to sit on the red silk sheets, there was a scene, several scenes in fact, that played on a continuous loop.

Olive. Terrified, absolutely terrified as she hung by her arms. And her hair, unlike the long, beautiful bunned up tresses at Club Odalisque, was still short, like someone without any skill had taken a pair of dull scissors to them. There wasn’t any sound but it was obvious that she suffered through an ordeal. Red, puffy eyes spilled tears that streaked her cheeks. Lips trembled in dreaded anticipation. A whip flew into sight and struck Olive right across the back. Her body arched and her lips parted in a scream that I’m sure was ear splitting. More blows across her back and ass tattooed her in stripes of angry red. Her tied legs lifted off the floor, kicked desperately at whoever punished her. But the torturer was too far away, the whip too long and too accurate for Olive to get any revenge. The scene faded out, replaced by another of Olive tightly tied. This time she looked right at the camera and leather gloved hands reached down to her, squeezed her cheeks until her mouth was forced into a puckered O. The hands shoved her head back against the floor as if to force an answer from her, but Olive shook her head in denial. The gloved hands slapped her face, no gentle lover’s tap, and while she was stunned, shoved a gloved hand into her limp mouth. The other gloved hand untied Olive’s legs and she roused at the intent of her torturer. But instead of terror now in her eyes, there was challenge, daring the torturer to actually go through with it. Now both gloved hands gripped Olive’s short hair, bent her head back. But instead of closing her eyes in denial of what was happening, they remained open with plenty of white, but conveying a message of relief, that by this act her interrogator believed her and granted her this reward. Olive lifted her head toward the camera/torturer, mouth open and the screen went dark in what I had to guess was a deep, passionate kiss. I thought that was all, but then a new image emerged: of Olive suspended upside down, legs tied together, her head two feet off the floor. Sound leaked from the laptop’s speakers of a clock ticking. Rope held Olive’s arms close against her back while her head turned this way and that, wadding overflowing from her mouth while another rope wound about her head kept it all tightly packed inside. Olive mewled behind her gag as again the gloved hands came into view and pushed Olive into a gentle swing back and forth, like an old clock with a rhythmic creak. Olive just stared into the distance, unable to do anything but just go along for the ride. This went on for a bit and I actually started to get bored with the whole thing but then she snapped her head around and her eyes grew big. Off screen came several grunts as if there were a struggle and another tied up woman stumbled into view as if she were shoved, landing just beyond Olive’s swinging arc. This new woman had long, shapely legs, with a hobble rope tied to her ankles which caused her to so easily fall down. Red high heels matched a tight, red spandex hood that covered her head while a single white cloth wrapped around her eyes as a blindfold. At last I got a better look at the dom who bent down and removed the blindfold and hood, but I couldn’t see the face due to a loose black hood. I couldn’t even tell the dom’s size due to shapeless black clothes and as to how quickly the dom crouched down, back to the camera. The new woman was another matter though as light russet hair spilled down around her shoulders. I knew that hair, that body. Chamberlin.

At first Chamberlin’s beautiful model’s face was confused, but when she got a look at Olive she flew into an incoherent rage of screaming hatred. Olive too reacted, not in anger but fear as she struggled to stay as far away as possible from the other woman. If Chamberlin’s arms hadn’t been so well tied I had no doubt she would have ripped Olive limb from limb. As it was the dom separated the two, but still had a handful keeping Chamberlin under control, managing to tie her to one of the bed’s posts. But Chamberlin kept on struggling. ‘I’ll fucking get you! Fucking cunt whore!’ she shouted, spittle flying from her mouth. ‘Let me go, let me go!’ she demanded as the dom quickly knotted her to the post, and not without difficulty. Chamberlin’s long legs only added to the feeling of height and she seemed even taller when the shorter dom stood next to her. But, in spite of the struggles, the anonymous dom was very much in control and got the woman roped to the bedpost. Not until Chamberlin’s mouth was stuffed full with another gag did the invective filled tirade cease, and even then she still growled deep in her throat.

The dom stood, back to the camera, and then spoke; soft, almost too soft, but full of authority. I thought I heard something about finding out who the snitch was and that if they both didn’t come clean now, then by the time they were finished they would both wind up confessing to every sorry ass little sin they had ever committed in their sorry ass little lives. But when both women didn’t indicate they were going to own up the dom’s head nodded in resignation and said, ‘You’re both getting the full treatment tonight.’ Both women started to scream into their gags, their eyes almost popping out of their heads. Whatever the ‘treatment’ was, neither woman had anticipated such as their punishment. Olive was first, and suddenly she nodded her head and squealed, ready to spill her guts. ‘Too late,’ came the muffled reply. ‘You had your chance. You both did. Now I’m taking payment out of your hides. And when I’m done with you I’ll get that other fucking bitch too.’ Olive kept on screaming into her gag, but now at a desperate pitch. Chamberlin, her long hair partially covering her face, her bugged out eyes making her look like a captured, wild animal, quivered in fear, knowing that she was next. ‘It’s only a question of which one of you I choose to break my will to first,’ the dom said. ‘And which one I choose to make a gift to Marlena and Parnell. Yeah, I like the idea of sending one of you out to that little hidey hole in the country. And won’t they be freaked out when you arrive all tied up with a bow at The Ninth Circle?’

Blue screen of death. Then the whole thing started up again. I don’t know how many times I watched it, trying to glean more information from the clues and, oh fucking god, getting so turned on too. The fear from the two women was real. Whatever was in store for them wasn’t just a tiny little bondage session. This was real world shit.

But I forced myself to concentrate. Marlena and Parnell, they were wound up in all this. And a ‘little hidey hole in the country’. Something told me that the path to the answers I wanted led there. I needed to find it, and them. But how?

The club. That was the only possible place where I might make contact. But they had pretty much thrown me out. Well, I would go back again, but this time I would have leverage.

***

I didn’t hang out on the corner, didn’t wait to see who drove up and scurried inside the club. Night was coming on and I strode up like I owned the place, not caring about the scowling face in the keystone or the snappish female voice from the speaker grill who said, ‘Not you again!’

‘I have a something for Marlena and Parnell,’ I said, full of what I hoped was confidence.

‘Yeah, I’ll bet,’ said the grill. ‘How about this, little slave? You give me the ‘something’ and I’ll make sure they get it.’

‘Nice try,’ I said. ‘But you can give Marlena and Parnell a message. Tell them that out here waiting is…a gift.’

‘A…gift?’, the voice said, uncertain. Then it regained its nasty authority. ‘Yeah, sure. Like you’d know about that.’

‘Oh, I do. So does a certain master who sent me. Get my drift?’

No answer. I stood there a minute, then two. At last the steel door swung open. Hildee stood in the foyer in her maid’s uniform, a wide leather collar high and tight around her neck. I couldn’t see her arms as she stood straight and rigid. Her face was worried, and her voice anxious.

‘Who…Who sent you here?’ she said.

‘I think you know the answer to that question,’ I said, still trying to sound self-assured.

‘But…gifts are always - ‘

I cut her off. ‘Just take me to them!’ I needed to get on with this, get to Marlena and Parnell before anyone else along the way figured out I was totally bluffing.

Hildee swallowed, now visibly afraid. She turned on her heel and her arms were encased in a long leather sheath, something which I instantly recognized as an ‘armbinder’, which caused her to stand straight and make her bearing stiff. Her sandaled high heels clicked on the hardwood floor and she brought me to the sitting room. The room hadn’t changed, of course, but there was a woman hogtied on the floor.

A black cloth blindfold wrapped her upper head and another black cloth held white wadding that spilled past her lips. Her disheveled, dark chestnut hair draped this way and that. One foot still sported an expensive looking high heel shoe while the other one was bare. A suggestion of an elegant, dark blue dress, now ripped and torn, draped her body, indicating that whoever tied her up meant to show her just who was boss. The ropes cut deep into her flesh, welded her elbows together and arched her back. Hildee took up position over her, apparently not to torture or taunt, but to stand guard, much like when I admitted my submission to Marlena and Parnell, and Hildee had stood as an additional witness.

‘Well, where are they?’ I said, still trying to keep the offensive.

Hildee didn’t answer. But when I spoke the tied up woman’s head gave a jerk, perhaps in recognition that another person was now in the room, another witness to her slavery. The woman whimpered behind her gag but remained absolutely still. I studied her and wondered if I knew her. She wasn’t in the video from the fourth floor, wasn’t neither Olive nor anger-filled Chamberlin, but she seemed familiar. I wanted to talk to her and find out if she could tell me anything about myself. I reached down toward the gag but then from behind came a familiar voice.

‘How the hell did you get back in here?’ Marlena demanded.

I straightened up and spun around. Marlena looked as beautiful as before, but now there was a bit of a sheen on her and couple of stray locks of hair were wet. A second after her Parnell followed with two large glasses of water, one of which he handed to Marlena who gulped down half the amount. Their suspicion was plain.

Parnell loomed over me, working his intimidation tactics. ‘You’ve got about three seconds to tell us just who - ‘

‘I could have gone to your Ninth Circle in the country,’ I said. ‘But Club Odalisque seemed a better place to present myself. As a gift.’

Parnell froze, then backed off, taking a large gulp of water. He hurriedly pulled a now pale Marlena off into a corner for a quiet consult. My cell phone rang.

I flipped it open. Another shouting text: WHERE THE FUCK R U

I hadn’t planned on this, but decided to add the phone to my bluff. I quickly, and hopefully discretely, deleted all the text messages I had gotten, just in case Marlena and Parnell grabbed the phone to verify that I really was talking to someone.

‘Yes, sir,’ I said, into the phone. A pause while I pretended to listen.

‘Club Odalisque,’ I said, diving further into the lie. ‘Yes, sir, I’m there now.

I glanced at my sometimes tormentors. They stood stock still.

‘Yes, sir,’ I said. ‘Marlena and Parnell are here now too. Would you like to speak with them?’

‘Who are you talking to?’ Marlena demanded.

‘I think you already know that,’ I said.

Marlena pressed her lips together.

‘Just what kind of game do you think you’re playing?’ Parnell hissed.

I wanted to ask him, ask them all, the same question. But now wasn’t the time. If I let my act slip now, even just a little bit, I would be thrown out again. And this time, I was sure, probably never get the answers I so desperately needed.

‘Yes, sir’, I said back in to the phone, very matter-of-factly, ‘I’m sure we’ll all have a good time together.’

Marlena and Parnell glanced at each other. Something about them subtly changed, their tension seemed to relax.

‘Yes, sir, I’m sure they will,’ I said capping off my one way conversation. I closed the phone, then said to Marlena and Parnell, ‘He wants me to give a full report.’

They stared at me, and their attitude now definitely changed. Instead of the previous borderline fear they were now more confident, almost predatory. I should have known better, known that somehow I had given away something that told them I was full of shit, but I was still too smug with myself at how I had duped them.

‘Alright, slave,’ Marlena said, biting off the word. She almost leapt forward and grabbed my hair, twisting me to the ground. ‘Time for you to find out just who’s really in charge!’

***

They showed me. Oh, shit, did they ever. Parnell didn’t screw me, nor Marlena try anything either, but there are other ways to get fucked.

They tore off my upper clothes. Parnell held down my arms beyond my head, strong hands wrapping my wrists while Marlena sat on my legs. She ripped off my shirt, buttons popping everywhere and then, with frightening physical strength, tore apart my bra. My tits popped out and she dug her nails into their tender flesh.

She leaned down, right into my face. ‘Think you’re so fucking smart?’ Marlena hissed. ‘We got your game. And we’re the ones running it. Not you.’ Marlena squeezed my breasts harder, and I grit my teeth, refusing to give her any satisfaction. But then the nails’ razor sharp edges pinched my nipples and I couldn’t hold back.

‘Aww fuck!’ I yelled and struggled under Parnell’s firm grip. ‘What’s your problem?’

Marlena eased up a little on the nails, but she didn’t let go of my breasts. ‘Are you all talk?’ she said. ‘You want me to stop? We’ll let you go right now.’

‘What? No! I didn’t say anything about stopping, you stupid bitch.’

Marlena leaned down and whispered. ‘No, you bitch. You’re either all in or nothing.’

This was it. Somehow they figured out that I wasn’t any ‘gift’, that I didn’t have any protective angel on my shoulder, or any dom ready to avenge. I was way out there, swinging without a net. But I was the one who set up this whole thing, it was my decision to con my way back in and, if I wanted answers, I needed to submit.

‘All right,’ I said between clenched teeth. ‘Bring it on, cunt.’

She slapped my face. No little tap either, but a full on whack that set all my senses reeling. Yet, somehow, I heard her say ‘No, that’s you. And from now on, whenever you address me, it’s Mistress.’

Marlena took control of my wrists while Parnell released Hildee from the armbinder. ‘Get two body harnesses and travelling cuffs. And two hoods,’ he said. As Hildee stood uncertainly, getting used to having her arms free again he snapped, ‘You want your punishment and orgasm denial extended? Move!’

Hildee fairly sprinted out of the room.

Marlena and Parnell raised me up on my knees, their collective grips tight. Soon Hildee returned with a mass of black leather draped over her outstretched arms. Marlena and Parnell were quick and thorough; they stripped off my pants, socks and shoes, then my upper arms and wrists were surrounded in thin but strong leather cuffs. My thighs and ankles were redecorated in a similar fashion. A body harness, all encompassing leather straps connected by silver rings, adorned me, then the arm and wrist cuffs locked to small rings down the ribcage. A high, wide leather collar, similar to Hildee’s but less restrictive, wrapped my neck. Unlike her I could still move so I gazed down in almost detached fascination while Marlena pulled the thin body harness crotch strap deep into my pink panties and then back up between my ass cheeks to anchor it all down. The leg and ankle cuffs got snapped together and I tottered at forced attention. A limp, rubber balloon attached to the inside portion of a wide leather strap found its way past my lips. On the outside was a valve and tube, much like for a blood pressure device. Parnell pumped it with air and the rubber balloon inside slowly swelled and filled my mouth. He disconnected the tube from the front but the gag inside remained full of air. I didn’t choke, but I also was effectively silenced.

Parnell pushed at the back of my knees and down I went, eventually landing on my side. Marlena finished me off with some rope in a hogtie and I lay inert, next to the other bound woman. She sensed my presence and subtly trembled in her own fast ropes.

‘It’s alright, Nita,’ Parnell soothed her. ‘Just because we got another piece of ass doesn’t mean we’re going to ignore you. If anything else, you’ll enjoy having another snatch around.’

The woman whimpered again.

‘Hildee,’ Marlena said. ‘Have a reliable slave bring our car from the garage. We need to load up these two little pussies.’

Hildee ran out, her heels clicking in the hall then up the stairs to the second floor. In the meantime Marlena and Parnell did to Nita what they did to me, but didn’t remove her blindfold, although her shreds of clothing still clung to her. Together we lay there, side by side, two leather wrapped packages ready for transport.

Hildee returned and took up guardian position over us once more, rubbing her arms like she wasn’t sure of their freedom. A moment later another pair of shoes clicked - clicked down the hall and I caught a glimpse of a woman with long legs, a model’s face and light, russet hair.

Chamberlin’s back was to me as she adjusted a sun dress, as if she had just thrown it on, then grabbed a long coat from a hallway closet across from the sitting’s room entrance. Chamberlin flipped the coat’s lapels up to hide the leather collar around her neck, and pulled down the sleeves to also hide the wide leather wrist cuffs. Quick, rough gestures exuded anger that simmered just below the surface, ready to erupt at the slightest chance. Then she was out the door on her slave errand.

‘Chamberlin still seems to be working through some issues,’ Parnell said.

Marlena nodded, as if this were an ongoing event. ‘Ranya did her best, but you didn’t think Chamberlin would just let go all that previous shit?’

‘She needs to face reality,’ Parnell replied. ‘And she needs a strong male hand.’

‘No argument there,’ Marlena said.

They let loose the ropes holding Nita and I in hogties and stood us up, Nita a little unsure on her feet with one shoe missing. With Parnell’s hand on my arm I half-waddled, half-hopped to the foyer. On his other side between him and Marlena Nita did the same, her tattered dress not concealing her breasts or ass at all. Were they just going to take her outside like that? And me too? I remembered my night in the basement, and how afterwards I had to rearrange my own dress, at how nervous I was at someone seeing me, even in the dead of night. But now it was broad daylight out there! Were these people that arrogant? That they didn’t care if they took a pair of nearly naked, leather bound women outside without someone calling the cops? But then Chamberlin returned.

‘Your car is just outside, Mistress,’ Chamberlin said, her voice cracking. Gone was the rage from the video and at the restaurant and I wondered at the change, from fury to now trembling emotions. Whatever ‘issues’ Chamberlin had, they seemed to take her on a fast roller coaster ride from extreme to extreme, and from one dom to another. She took off the coat and handed it to Marlena. ‘Will there…Will there be anything else?’

‘Yes, Chamberlin,’ Parnell said. ‘Go to Master William and beg him to suspend and whip you until you cry.’

Chamberlin stepped back. Sudden anger, or maybe defiance, mixed with defensiveness. ‘Sir? But I’ve already told you I’ve moved on - ‘

Parnell reached out and put a single finger up to Chamberlin’s lips. ‘It’s obvious you haven’t,’ he said, surprisingly gentle. He caressed her cheek. ‘Go on, girl. If anybody needs a whipping and a fucking, it’s you.’

The roller coaster again, from highs to quick lows. Chamberlin hung her head to hide a sudden welling of tears, then fled to the interior of the house. Her rapid steps on the stairs ended with a door slam.

‘Maybe you need to follow her,’ Marlena said. ‘Make sure she goes to William.’

‘She’s a good slave, well-trained, even if whoever did so was a shitheel,’ Parnell said. ‘She’ll follow orders.’

He squeezed my arm, the grip tight, angry in its own way and shoved me forward. Marlena draped the coat across my shoulders, then belted it off in front. At Parnell’s side I hurriedly hopped down the front steps. He took off the coat and slid me into the barracuda’s back seat nearest the curb. He buckled me in tight, slammed the long, wide door and left me there in the running car. A few moments later, he returned with a covered up, still blindfolded, gagged and now hopping Nita who slid in the barracuda on the far side. Marlena followed them, then ran back inside with the coat. Parnell drew a black, cloth hood over Nita’s head, knotting off a drawstring just under her chin, then fluffed up another one for me. My last image was of Marlena coming back outside and taking up position behind the steering wheel. Parnell pulled the hood down over my head and all went dark.




Chapter Seven

Bluff and Bullshit

The din of city traffic took a long time to fade, but eventually did replaced by the quiet hum of the barracuda’s engine, the subtle vibration of power and the murmur of Parnell’s and Marlena’s voices. We were heading out of town and, by their muttered conversation, north toward Connecticut.

Whenever we stopped for traffic signals in the city things up front got real quiet. I suppose Marlena and Parnell were worried that some ordinary person in a cross walk might glance in from the front and see two hooded people in the backseat. But no one did (at least I don’t think so judging by the sporadic pair of relieved sighs up front). Once we cleared the streets and got on the highway we didn’t stop until we neared our destination.

We drove probably a couple of hours and toward the end the car glided around broad turns, suggesting that we were in the country. We did stop once and I heard a motor outside the car whir and steel creak. Gates opening. A slow drive, longer than I expected, then a soft brake. We had arrived at the ‘little hidey-hole’ in the country.

Nita was dragged out first. She squealed a little behind her gag but didn’t resist as the barracuda rocked with her exit. The window on my side was rolled down and I was left alone while the leather straps and seatbelt still securely bound me. Marlena and Parnell knew exactly how to keep a person tied up without cutting off blood circulation for a long time. The only thing I could really move was my head. Birds sang in the distance, the sun heated my unclothed legs, and I wasn’t going anywhere. After what seemed forever two sets of boots walked up to the barracuda and my bare feet landed on warm asphalt. My hood was ripped away and I blinked in the bright, calm day.

An imposing italianate façade rose before me, covered here and there in clinging ivy. Empty paned windows from a second and third floor gaped down while a wide, solid wooden, gothic arched and pointed double door yawned open just off the circular driveway. Above the door was a plaque with the phrase ‘The Ninth Circle’. Of course, the name of the estate. But why that? In spite of the reference to classic literature it sure didn’t look like the infernal, chaotic regions. Anything but, as perfectly cut bushes and manicured green, green grass gave it all a well cared for sense of order. Far off to the left and right round towers with steep roofs speared the sky.

Little hidey-hole my ass.

I didn’t have much time to admire it all, as Parnell freed my ankles and, with them each gripping one of my arms, they hustled me inside. Through a sweeping double staircased, marbled floor foyer we raced along. A huge kitchen opened up on the left, but they forced me to shamble on the right and down a long, dark hallway. Several closed doors on either side kept their rooms’ secrets in what I assumed were the servants’ wing. Marlena and Parnell steered me all the way to the end of the hallway and the last door directly ahead. In a small and sparely furnished room I wound up bouncing onto a double bed. The snap between the cuffs above my knees was loosed, legs spread, then the ankle cuffs tied by rope to below the corners of the bed. My arms were loosed as well, but then the leather wrist cuffs were locked wide apart to two sturdy rings sunk into the carved headboard. The pump gag was deflated and removed. I worked my jaw, getting rid of the soreness and tried to swallow.

‘Please, please,’ I said. ‘I need some water.’

Marlena disappeared into an adjacent bathroom and brought out the needed drink, holding up my head while I gulped and tiny rivulets ran down my chin. They nodded to each other and made to leave.

‘Hey! You’re not going to leave me like this?’ I said. ‘Is this any way to treat a gift?’

Marlena and Parnell both gave short laughs. Marlena came back and sat on the edge of the bed. Her sharp nails softly stroked my cheeks. Goosebumps rose all over me.

‘You’re no gift,’ she said. ‘But we’ll treat you right.’

***

Okay, fine. I finally admitted my little bluff was now total crap. Marlena and Parnell had seen through it and, laying there the rest of the day, I figured out just where I had blown it: threatening to make that little ‘report’ on them. After that their attitude transformed and they knew I was full of shit. Not a ‘gift’, but they still would ‘treat me right’ which could mean anything. For all I knew I could be their latest domestic servant scrubbing out toilets with a toothbrush stuck between my teeth. But, as I found out, that wasn’t going to happen. Yes, they did take their time getting to me, but that was because they had another slave in house.

I don’t know what happened to Nita. They must have focused all their attention on her that afternoon and into the early evening. The mansion was so big she could have been screaming her head off in pain, or ecstasy, or both, and I never would have heard. Yet, when someone did come for me, it wasn’t the Master or Mistress, but the new slave.

The door opened and in Nita shuffled, dressed in a form clinging maid’s uniform. Her breasts nearly spilled out, past a crinoline fringe while a short, white apron hung in front of a tight skirt. Leather cuffs encircled her wrists and ankles, each connected by light chains about a foot and half long. A third, longer chain connected the wrist and ankle cuff chains, which prevented Nita from raising her hands above her waist. Her dark hair was pulled back in a bouncy ponytail, and a little white cloth doily sat on top. In small, high heeled steps she minced to the bathroom and switched on the light. In the glare I could now see that she sported a locked on red ballgag.

And there were bruises on the inside of her thighs.

If she weren’t chained up, Nita would probably be walking with mincing steps anyway, or in such a way to keep the bruised thighs from rubbing against each other. And her eyes were red, as if she had just finished crying, but once she got a good look at me, she stopped in her tracks, then backed up a step or two.

Was she surprised at finding me here? Tied up on the bed? She must have known about me and in coming here was probably following orders from Parnell or Marlena. But again, like I had almost caught from Marlena at the club, there was a brief moment of surprise that was quickly hidden. Though, unlike Marlena, Nita remained scared. In fact, it took her several moments before she approached me, and then with extreme caution, like I might attack her at my first chance.

Why? With a start I suddenly got it. She was one of the women from my dreams. The third woman. Like Olive and Chamberlin, I had a shared past with her. But like with Chamberlin, I kept my mouth shut. Now wasn’t the time to call her out. I still needed information; about her, about Marlena and Parnell, and about this country estate.

Her fingers picked at the cuffs and body harness and I still wondered why she was so jumpy, as if dressed in a sexy maid’s outfit and sporting leather cuffs and shackles weren’t reason enough. When the last piece of leather flopped to the floor Nita jumped back and, chains jingling, hobbled to the bathroom’s door. She stood to the side, palms open, hands shaking slightly in what I guessed were nervousness and gestured that I should make use of the facilities.

Boy, did I ever. I went straight to the toilet but then, at Nita’s silent urging, I also showered. Once dried off she indicated for me to sit at a fancy vanity and hold still while she stood on a stool behind me and brushed out my light blonde hair until it fairly shone, even if her hands still continued to shake. But she eventually calmed down somewhat and, hands on my shoulders, urged me to turn around. I did so and held still while she applied some light make up and eye shadow. It could have been all kind of clumsy; after all she couldn’t get her hands above her waist so she remained standing on the stool. Also, when we faced each other her anxiety was plain, but Nita got the job done. The last touch was some finely sprayed, light and delicate perfume.

My head swam. I knew that fragrance. It took me back to… A room and a whip relentlessly wielded, my skin on fire. Above stood a woman in leather pants and topless, near the edge of exhaustion but determined to not stop. Sheen covered her body and the perfume’s subtle scent mixed with that of pungent sweat. An aroma mixed with lust, hunger and dread. Lust for the person she tied up, a full on sexual hunger and lastly dread that if she didn’t do a good job then her own suffering was just beginning.

I leaned forward, my head in my hands. Face, face, give me a face! But just as it all started coming into focus in my mind, it faded away, replaced by Nita’s frightened countenance. She backed away, holding her hands up as much as possible, as if I were going to hit her. When I didn’t she stared at me a moment then cautiously approached and buckled a thin, leather jeweled collar around my neck. A light, chain leash was clipped to the front and, with a pointing index finger, indicated my place was on the floor, crawling on my hands and knees.

We shuffled along, out of the room, down the hallway, through the foyer once more into another wing of the mansion. Nita’s heels rapidly clicked-clicked on the cold marble of the foyer and it chilled my hands and knees, but my pussy warmed and my nipples hardened at the unforgiving surface, probably because in its own way it predicted the hard, unyielding fate that waited wherever Nita now led me. Yes, I wanted to know about myself, how I had come to this situation, but also a growing part of me was like the woman in my recent vision; I was hot for the stern master and mistress that would grant admittance to a rarefied place that I had only visited before in a dingy sub-basement, elegant brownstone and kinky restaurant while afterwards, each time I was forced to return to the grey and brown land of everyday life. Now, the gods were allowing me an extended visit to their fields of play. But, unlike the perfumed woman in my vision, I wasn’t scared. If I decided, this could be my life. Forever.

But a life of service was a two way street. I might want this to go on and on, but I couldn’t do it alone. Someone needed to hold the leash, swing the whip, tie the knot. Would it be Marlena and Parnell? Did I want to convince them that they couldn’t live without me? I had known them only a short time, done just a couple of brief dominant-submissive encounters, and even been screwed by Parnell. But I had been warned about them. They would act like my friends, but weren’t. I needed to be careful, even if I found myself already falling in love with them. In love? As I crawled along on the hard floor my pussy turned hot at the thought that soon I would be at their mercy, spread out, tied, whipped, and made to serve their whims. But there was also something more: The way they so easily saw through my bullshit story, that they knew this secret side of me and still wanted me around. A lot of people would call that unconditional love. But the looks they gave each other and my overhearing Parnell’s remark of ‘She’s Conover’s’ told me there were layers that still lay beneath the surface actions of their dominance. Yet, my own roused submission would not be denied. I wanted to give them everything of myself, bare my soul and, at last, be totally free, without care or fear of rejection. Their stern, dominant natures were just what I needed because…because I felt so tired. I needed someone else to make the decisions.

Decisions. On whom I was? No. Not who I had been, but who I would be from this point forward. But I still needed to know my past, and also my present and what lay in the future too. But little did I know at the time just how much my past figured into how I had come to this place, crawling, collared and naked, and how much this present would affect my future.

We didn’t stop in the extensive wing Nita led me through. Most of the doors to the rooms remained shut, but a few were now partially opened and I glimpsed their insides, all decked out with heavy SM equipment. In one was a thin, hanging cage, so that a person locked inside would be forced to stand at attention. In another was a rack, leather straps hanging off it here and there, with a windlass for stretching the slave’s body to the limit. One more showed a steel chair constructed of thin pipes, a single centered base bolted to the floor, and a back rest of a single pipe that ran up to another pipe at a right angle. Above me Nita shuddered. Apparently she had endured that chair. I glanced at it once more. It seemed easy enough to tolerate, but then I realized being tied there for several hours would just about make anyone crack. As it was though, a dark room wasn’t in store for me. Not this day.

We emerged into fading daylight and a garden full of flowers in bloom. In spite of the early evening bees still gently buzzed and shady trees with wide leaves sighed in a soft breeze. Ahead of us, down a flagstone path were Marlena and Parnell. They had changed into their full on leather outfits – tight pants, boots and vests. Their backs were to us and at our approach Parnell turned around, took the leash from Nita and, with a snap of his fingers, dismissed her. Nita scampered off back inside, like she didn’t want have to stick around any longer than absolutely necessary.

Parnell wrapped the leash around his fist, drawing me in closer, but not to my feet. ‘Well, how do you like the place?’ he asked. ‘Living up to your fantasies so far?’

‘It’s, it’s beautiful, ah, sir,’ I said. ‘Although some of those rooms back there were a little scary.’

He chuckled. ‘A little scary? We’ll have to work on that.’

Marlena smiled. ‘If we do things right, you’ll do it to yourself,’ and led the way further into the garden. I lost sight of her amongst tall, high, thick bushes.

Parnell tugged up on my leash and I at last was allowed on my feet. I followed him amidst a narrow, twisting brick path. In between overhead patches in the leaf cover my skin caught the last rays of warmth with the promise of a mild night.

We reached what I would learn later was the garden’s center and, although still light enough to see, things turned dark. From the middle of a rough circle of soft, rich dirt a sturdy, circular post rose. Near the top, from a solid silver ring on either side, leather cuffs hung down. A wooden spreader bar ran through the post near the bottom, leather cuffs at each end.

‘This isn’t anything new to you,’ Marlena said. She grabbed me by the collar and fairly swung me face first to the post. The fur-lined leather cuffs quickly surrounded my wrists. Parnell’s boots kicked my legs apart and he strapped on the spreader bar cuffs too, the bar so wide my hip sockets strained.

‘Ahh!’ I said, twisting about, trying to make things, if not comfortable, then bearable.

‘Too wide for you?’ Parnell.

‘Well, a just a little.’

‘Too bad.’

I didn’t know how long I could take this extreme position, but Parnell snuck a glance at Marlena. She was preoccupied with a long single-tail whip and didn’t notice Parnell adjust the cuffs so that my ankles were in front of the spreader bar instead of beyond the ends. Just that little half-inch on either side made a big difference which would allow me to stand the strain much longer. And it told me volumes about my relationship with my two torturers. Parnell might be reasoned with, but Marlena, in spite of her initial friendliness at Club Odalisque, was a different story.

‘Mouthy little slut!’ she said. ‘You think we’re here for your pleasure?’ From over my shoulder I watched as Marlena drew back the whip, eight feet long if it was an inch, and barely waited for Parnell to get out of the way. Marlena’s arm swung behind her, fully extended. I snapped my head forward, to the post, and squeezed my eyes shut. I knew the whip was coming, but that didn’t help at all as Marlena expertly cracked it against my tight back.

‘Ooouuu!’ I howled. ‘Aw fuck! What the fuck is this?’

Marlena grabbed my head and wrenched it so that the only thing I could see was her grim smile. ‘What this is, you cunt, is what you get when you pretend to be something you’re not.’

Marlena let go and cracked the whip three more times, once even managing to wrap it around my waist to explode against my taut stomach. I screamed and twisted and hugged the post, but another pair of lashes fell right across my ass cheeks. I tried to curl my legs up behind me, but the spreader bar prevented that. Marlena moved the whip upwards and turned my back into a raging fire. I screamed like never before.

‘Oh, god! Please!’ I panted. ‘I’m not used to this!’

Marlena’s arm, ready for another blow, suddenly dropped. ‘Oh, you’ll get used to it alright. No matter what brought you here, it’s time that you did. You’re made for the whip.’

What the hell did she mean by that? I twisted my head around and through watery eyes found Marlena, then Parnell. Did they know the real reason I was here? Did they have the answers I desperately needed? Or were they playing their own game of bluff and bullshit? Suddenly I remembered Olive’s warning. Double dealing was their stock in trade.

‘Alright, fine,’ I said, trying to act more defiant than I felt. ‘Give it your best shot. Go on, whip me some more. Then we’ll find out just who’s really in charge here.’

Now Parnell’s features clouded over. He grabbed the whip from Marlena.

Oh, fuck, wrong thing to say.

He lit into me and soon the stripes I sported from Marlena disappeared under the ten, twelve, or more that he added. I screamed and my throat turned raw, tears ran down my cheeks and my lips quivered. I blubbered like a hysterical idiot, begging in a broken language for forgiveness.

At last the whipping stopped and the reign of terror ended. Ended? No, it was far from over. But the fire on my skin cooled, thanks to the pause and the deepening dusk.

Parnell grabbed my slack jaw and made me face him, now just inches away.

‘You don’t get it,’ he said. ‘You don’t call the shots. You’re the slave.’

He let go and Marlena took back the whip, but she didn’t use it, instead coiling it up and shoving the knobbed handle under my chin. ‘So what is it, slave?’ she said. ‘We already have your consent. But you must give us the rest.’

The rest. And just what did that include? Olive’s warning still rang in my head but I had no choice. I blinked through the tears, realized that the fading fire on my skin was getting replaced by a growing one in my wide open pussy. Marlena, my new frenemy, looked deep into me, and this time it was just the two of us. She knew what I suffered and what I would do to prolong the sweet suffering to reach those heights of ecstasy. But also, she and Parnell had their own agenda. Bluff and bullshit.

‘C’mon, slave,’ she said. ‘Make up your mind. You want to leave now?’

I swallowed. ‘You know I can’t. Conover - ‘

Marlena grabbed my hair. ‘Don’t ever say that name again,’ she snarled. Boy, had I touched a nerve or what? But then Marlena laughed lightly and nodded; had she seen through my latest ploy? She said, ‘Then, slave, show us just how committed you are.’

They let me down, my arms dead weights, and turned me around to kneel in the soft dirt, my legs on either side of the whipping post. Hands tied in back, my ankles now roped to the spreader bar but closer in on either side of the post.

‘Listen, slave,’ Marlena whispered in my ear. ‘I won’t let anything happen to you that you don’t want.’

Parnell stroked my head, like a favored pet. ‘Nor me.’

‘I…I know,’ I said.

‘That’s good,’ Marlena said, then turned to Parnell. ‘See? Just like I told you that day back at the club; you don’t throw away a gift.’

‘We’ll see,’ Parnell said. ‘But you do like playing on the edge.’

Playing on the edge? I remembered the looks they gave each other when they found me outside the club, Marlena’s too generous willingness to help and Parnell’s caution. Was I some kind of bomb that if not handled just right would explode in their faces? What made me so dangerous?

Right now though, I couldn’t think about that. My little insight was forced aside as Parnell unzipped his pants and I tasted cock.

He was gentle, his thrusts in to my mouth deep but slow. Marlena stayed by my side, like a mother bear, making sure I didn’t choke, cooing encouragement. Parnell’s cock heated and stiffened, the helmet brushing the roof of my mouth, sliding back out across my tongue.

‘Well, well, this certainly isn’t your first time sucking dick,’ Marlena said. ‘But everyone’s oral technique can use a little improvement. Most masters want a good suck from a slave, and mistresses want a nice, slow muff dive. But today is for cock. So go ahead and take Parnell. Go on, take him all. Yes, that’s right. Ah, ah, not too tight now. Widen those lips. Good. You’ve got a nice mouth, slave. Let it do yourself and the master some good. Yes. Oh, yes. Now, when he pulls back, flick your tongue across his sperm hole. C’mon, open up and let me see. Not so fast! This isn’t something you do because you have to; you do it because you want too. Slow down. Slow down! Ah, shit!’

Marlena pushed Parnell away, twisted my nipples and now mother bear growled in all her wrath.

‘You are not going to embarrass us in front of our friends, you fucking cunt! Now do as ordered!’

Marlena let up on my tits and I gasped. What? What did I do? I was trying my best! But Marlena didn’t see it that way. She gripped the back of my head, making sure I couldn’t turn away.

Parnell again entered my mouth. Each time he pulled back I made sure that my tongue lightly touched that delicate cock end. I sucked and gurgled, feeling his heat build again, the cock expand until I thought I really would choke. But then Parnell moaned and little drops of cum fell in my mouth followed by the flood. Like his fucking me at the club, there was more than enough hot jism and his bounty overflowed past my lips. I tried pulling away but Marlena squeezed the back of my head.

‘Don’t quit now, you twat!’ she said, with a strange mix of support and threat.

Jet after jet of the precious fluid shot right into the back of my throat and I swallowed as much as I could. At last, emptied, Parnell pulled away. His deflating cock shone in my spit and his juices and he collapsed on the ground, spent. His cum in little white rivulets ran down from both corners of my mouth and dripped from the bottom of my chin. My greedy tongue swirled and lapped at it all like a starved kitten for milk.

‘Why, you marvelous little cum whore!’ Marlena said. Her tongue licked away what I couldn’t reach, then her mouth covered mine and our breaths mixed as one. To my surprise I didn’t pull away, but I couldn’t remember if I ever kissed a woman before. At least, not like that. But right then, in that moment, it was the most natural thing. Marlena and I had shared her man. His cum was in both our mouths, our own juices mingled and I wondered, or maybe even hoped, if her hand would find my pussy and allow me to cum too.

Her hand slid down, fingertips in my pubic hairs.

‘Oh, honey, you did good,’ she said. ‘A few more lessons and you’ll even give Nita a run for her money.’ She withdrew her hand and got up, a definite signal that things here were done.

‘What!?’ I nearly screeched and struggled in my bonds. ‘What the fuck are you talking about? I gave him a great suck. And don’t you dare fucking leave me hanging like this! You get that hand of yours back here or get me another dick, one that I can screw until I fucking cum!’

Parnell, still flat on his back, lifted his head with a sly smile, then wearily lowered it and said in a quiet voice, ‘Told you.’

Shocked didn’t begin to describe Marlena’s reaction. She remained motionless, then, much as with Parnell earlier, anger overtook her, but calm, and far more perilous. ‘Why you arrogant bitch,’ she said. ‘Here we are, we cut you a break on your first day, allow you to taste cock and even swallow cum and this is how you repay us? ‘Bring me off or get me another dick?’ You ungrateful shit! Alright, you want to cum? You got it!’

She didn’t stick her finger in my pussy, she didn’t get me another dick, or even Parnell’s when he got hard again. No. But I got to cum. Oh, fuck did I.

Marlena released me from the whipping post and the spreader bar, then retied my hands behind me. Her hand tight in my hair, she led me back to the house, through the now gloomy evening shadows bent over at the waist. We wound up in the wing with all the rooms filled with bondage equipment and Marlena fairly kicked in one of the closed doors. Soon, I straddled something on the floor like a horse saddle, my legs tied to the sides so I couldn’t get up or even slide off, and with a dildo sunk deep into my pussy. An electrical cord ran along the floor to plug into the wall.

‘You want to cum?’ she said. ‘Fine. Go ahead.’

She flicked a switch on the wall near the door and the dildo instantly came alive, vibrating like crazy.

‘Oh, shit! Marlena, no!’ I begged. ‘Not like this!’

‘Exactly like this,’ Marlena said. ‘This is what you deserve and you know it.’

She left me, but the door remained open, so that they could hear my cries that ran the gamut from anger to rapture. I know I came at least three times and eventually, through heavy lidded eyes, I saw Parnell stand in the doorway. He watched me in a detached way, then flicked the dildo vibe to a higher level - from the previously crazy to the now insane. Barely able to take the lower setting from before the new vibe threatened to send me beyond the beyond and I screamed bloody murder. And then I came again. And again. They left me there until I could no longer scream and all thought of the sun and the vibrant flowers were gone, until I was nothing more than putty in their hands.




Chapter Eight

Bridges To When

I am tied up in shadows.

The bottom of my thighs rest on metal pipes, while a single one in back presses against my spine, cold and unforgiving. There is warmth, but only from the ropes that hold me in place in such a tight position. My legs are drawn up on either side of the metal pipe chair, completely off the floor, tied to the rear of the chair’s seat. My arms are roped behind, elbow to elbow, and point straight down in back. There is no real ‘seat’ to the chair, just pipes arranged in a rounded off, empty square, leaving my pussy and asshole open and available. From below there is an occasional whir of gears and two dildos reach up to penetrate me, mostly one at a time, but sometimes together. My pussy is slick and eagerly accepts the one in front, while the other up my butt has to work a little harder, at first. Now it slides in without any resistance and strangely I look more forward to that one. This time it’s just the butt plug and it enters me, stops for a moment, gently pumps in and out and I moan behind my gag.

My mouth is no longer mine, now filled with a penis gag. The artificial cock reaches down to the beginning of my throat, not enough to choke me, but deep. Drool escapes from my separated lips, splashing onto my breasts. The coldness of my spit would send shivers through my entire body, if I could move at all.

But it is the shadows that fuck with me the most. I am blind, or nearly so. Wide gauze wraps my head, but light, just enough to taunt, leaks through. I have no doubt that Parnell did so deliberately; if he wanted my loss of sight would be complete. And with the tiny bit of light I can make out shadows. They roam the room, never saying anything, but I know them. Parnell’s musky odor. Marlena’s wispy perfume. Nita’s delicate natural aroma. They come in singly, or in pairs, never all three at once, and they gently stroke my bare skin, pinch my nipples, finger my pussy. Nita’s touch is nervous, like a virgin’s. Parnell’s is a man’s in every way, liking what he sees and taking it without any second thought. Marlena’s is more teasing, testing, exploring how far she can push before I go utterly insane with frustrated desire.

I’m not sure if I’ve fallen asleep. My thoughts turn chaotic and mix with images that well up from my subconscious, images that don’t make any sense. Of me standing over a tied up, frightened Nita. Of a whip in my hand. Of a dark figure standing over me and tears running down my cheeks. Of smells that remind me of a mix of hunger and lust. And dread. They are like incomplete bridges. I can walk out on them, peer into the shadows of confusion, but still can’t quite see all the way or complete my journey to the other side. But my answers are there. I know it. But it’s the other shadows that now demand my attention.

A pointed nail on my tit. Marlena was back. And she wanted some answers of her own. Her nail scraped across my breast, up my shoulder and neck. She removed the penis gag.

‘Your phone keeps ringing, slave,’ she said. ‘Why? Who’s so interested in calling you?’

Calling now? I thought. Wanting to actually talk? A sign that my refusing to text with my mysterious guide smacks of desperation on their part, and has perhaps shifted the power in our relationship.

I worked my jaw, swallowed the excess saliva in my mouth. ‘Why don’t you answer it and find out?’

Two fingers pinched a nipple and I gasped. ‘You think I didn’t already try that? They just hang up without saying anything, and the number is blocked. But whoever is calling is very persistent. So, tell me, who wants to talk to you?’

The last time someone asked me a question like that I was strung up in room full of people playing a SM version of Truth or Dare. And when I mentioned Conover they couldn’t handle it. What was it about Conover? This dom must have some kind of reputation or power so that no one wanted to play fucking games. And how did Conover connect with me? But I learned that night that Conover’s name wasn’t something to be lightly mentioned, not unless you wanted to freak out someone. And Marlena, aside from the sophisticated bondage player that she was, wasn’t any different.

‘Tell me, slave,’ Marlena softly said. ‘Tell me, and I’ll release you from the chair. Maybe even let you cum.’

‘You mean like last time,’ I said, thinking about the machine they hooked me up to. ‘No, thanks. I don’t want to ride that saddle again.’

‘Oh, so there is something I can use on you? And here I thought that no matter what we did you’d love it, you little whore.’

Shit. I’d given her an edge. Goddammit.

‘C’mon, little slave, don’t make this hard. We can all have fun here. Or not. Is it Conover? It’s okay to say the name, just this once. But I will find out about your mysterious caller, one way or the other.’

Oh, she was so smooth; the nails stroking my neck, her cajoling with also just the right amount of underlying threat. Marlena’s tender hands worked my skin, her soft voice an enticement. And the chair was so relentless, so unforgiving. Not that I was anywhere near my breaking point, but things needed changing if I were to keep on with my slaving to them, to find out my past. And Marlena’s underlying warmth, her edgy tenderness seduced me.

Let go the burden of your secrets.

‘I don’t know,’ I said. ‘I don’t know. I think it could be some british woman.’

The gentle strokes on my neck stopped. Marlena’s fingernails pressed against my skin. I held absolutely still. Any more pressure and she would probably rip open my artery.

‘A british woman?’ she hissed. ‘That little cunt.’

I tried to ask what she meant, but Marlena quickly gagged me again, in her haste making the gag go just that much deeper and buckling the strap extra tight. I squealed, trying to get use to this harsher restriction, but Marlena didn’t pay any attention. Instead, she brushed against my side and I heard a switch click on the gear box underneath. Marlena dashed out of the room, her boots echoing down the hall, and I was left to struggle with the tightened gag. But that wasn’t all.

The gear box whirred again. I got both dildos up me, and this time they didn’t retreat. The front one in my pussy drove deeper than ever before, while the butt plug pushed so far in that my back arched as I sought in vain to move my hips upward and give it a little more room. And then they vibrated. Constant, without any breaks. I cried out behind my gag, but I might as well have been able to walk on the moon for all the good it did me. Already on a sexual edge, I spun out of control. My breaths increased in depth and frequency. Sweat broke out on my brow and ran down into the blindfold, the salt seeping through the gauze and stinging my eyes. I shook my head, strained against the ropes. Fingers and toes pointed in a tension that could only be released one way. And it was. I came like no one’s fucking business, bursting like a dam that had way too much water behind it. In spite of the ropes’ tight hug my body shook like I was having a seizure, all control gone. I screamed into the gag, ecstatic explosions threatened to tear me apart and yet this was only the first one. Oh, yes, after I was spent and limp like a rag doll, it all started up again, even more intense; the not so slow build up this time, then the hanging on the edge strain, and finally a second orgasm that caused the pulse in my ears to roar like a lion. And then, way too soon, the start of another sweetly torturous climb.

‘Marlena! What the fuck have you done?’

Parnell. His shadow darted to my side and he fumbled with the gear box. At last the vibrations stopped and the dildos retreated in a soft whir. Marlena stumbled through the door.

Parnell yelled. ‘You put this on the highest setting, then left her alone? If I hadn’t been here this little twat would have cum and cum and been ruined for the party. Who the hell wants an already over satisfied slave?’

For once Marlena’s self-possession vanished. ‘I…I must have done it by mistake, but I needed to find you, tell you…’

‘Tell me what? Out with it woman!’

‘The phone calls she’s getting,’ Marlena blurted. ‘They’re from Lady Ashley.’

Silence. Shit! If only I could see their faces…

At last Parnell said, his voice deathly quiet, ‘It’s gotta be a setup.’

‘Are you sure you want to take that chance?’ Marlena said.

Silence again. Then my gag was yanked away.

Parnell got so close to me I could feel his frantic breath on my face. ‘Slave, this is important. No games, no mind fucks. Is Lady Ashley the one calling you?’

What the hell was going on here? Parnell sounded desperate, like he and Marlena had just stumbled on a piece of information that just turned their whole world upside down and they couldn’t believe it.

‘I-I don’t know. Until now we’ve just texted…’

Marlena grabbed one of my tits. Sharp nails dug in. ‘Answer you fucking bitch! Is it her?’

‘Ow! Ow! I don’t know, I don’t know!’ I screeched. ‘I found out some british woman set up my…my torture in a sub-basement…’

Silence. For a moment the only thing I heard was breathing. Not mine, but theirs. Short and anxious.

‘The sub-basement?’ Marlena whispered. ‘That was you?’

‘Shut up!’ Parnell said.

Marlena’s nails on my tit vanished and I gasped at the sudden relief. I hoped that the torture was over, but I soon learned that wasn’t the case.

Marlena was nearly hysteric. ‘We have to cancel the party!’

‘The hell we are!’ Parnell said. ‘We’ve come too far to turn back now.’ His shadow strode back to me, and he grabbed my chin. ‘And we’re not going to let this little twat ruin everything we’ve worked for.’

‘How?’ Marlena said. ‘She already knows too much. She’ll tell Conover.’

‘No, she won’t,’ Parnell said. ‘She’s a slave, right. Then just keep her tied, gagged, and out of sight.’

***

They left me alone after that. In fact, they left me alone so long that I thought they had again forgotten about me. I heard people going up and down the hallway. Marlena and Parnell gave orders for the party preparations with an edge in their voices. Nita’s and another woman’s somewhat familiar voice, responding. Then, at last, someone remembered the tied up submissive.

Nita came, the perfect slave. She told me that she had reminded the master and mistress of my situation and that they had given her the go ahead to take care of me. As she untied me, I noticed that her hands still shook a little. Like she was handling delicate glass, or something that might blow up in her face.

Turning to practical matters Nita fed me, her hands now steady, and allowed me to use the bathroom again. Then, leash in hand and once more on my hands and knees, she brought me to a windowless room, little bigger than a closet. In fact, it probably was a closet, only it had been converted into a holding cell. One end of a short chain was welded to a bolt on the far back wall and the other end to a silver ring on the back of a leather collar which wrapped around my neck. Wrist cuffs, also welded to another bolt in the floor, kept my hands down between my spread legs. Nita secured me with dexterous skill, shoved a ballgag in my mouth, locked it on to prevent my taking it off, then snapped off the single, bare light bulb and practically ran out.

Left alone in darkness I tried to figure her out. Why did she act like she didn’t want to have anything to do with me? Was she jealous? Did she resent my being here when she thought she was going to have Marlena’s and Parnell’s attention all to herself? Given how long I lay bound on the bed ignored and then, except for the time in the garden and my erratic interrogation, I had been pushed aside. Nita did have almost all of their attention. So what was it? Why was she so, well, afraid?

My thoughts went round and round and, aside from the dreams, I tried to remember something, anything that might jog a hidden memory. There was precious little. Le Fouet Enroule, Club Odalisque, the video from the brownstone…

Wait. The video. The two women in it, Olive and Chamberlin, were accused of betrayal and that the angry interrogator was going to find out from whom, but also that there was another ‘fucking bitch’. Another slave woman? Was that slave, like Olive and Chamberlin, part of Club Odalisque? Like Nita? But that still didn’t help explain Nita’s attitude toward me.

Unless she thought that I knew something; a big thing that could get her in real hot water, something to betray her.

As I sat there, barely able to move, one possibility after another jumped into my head, then almost as quickly jumped back out again. What did I know? Could it be something back at Club Odalisque? Or maybe from the restaurant, Le Fouet Enroule?

No, it wasn’t any of those. It was the sub-basement. Nita was the other woman the super told me about, the slave that showed up with snooty british woman, Lady Ashley. Based on the super’s description it could have been Nita based on hair color, her dress and her ultra submissive demeanor. Logical but somehow not the entire answer. What did she know about me that scared her so?

Maybe because I already knew about her.

From before. Yes, Nita must have been the third slave mentioned by the dom in the video, the third betrayer. And I must have known about Nita’s disloyalty before I lost my memory. Maybe I had the goods on her and didn’t even know it! But what was her crime? It must have been so bad that when she saw me it brought back to her just how deep her sin was and the less she had to do with me, the better. It made her vulnerable and, I hated to admit that I was capable of this, maybe it was something I could exploit.

As I sat in the dark I tried to come up with ideas, subtle things I might say to let Nita know that I knew her weakness, without revealing that I was bluffing. Yeah, bluff. But if she called me out on it, then I would be the one in deep shit. And so, while these thoughts swirled around in my head, I slowly became aware of other growing noises; of people arriving. Not the guests for the party. I could tell from the small amount of light leaking under the door that it was still too early for that. No, these were others, the unseen people who appeared with the drinks or little snacks on a silver tray, all finely balanced on one hand. And, because of their invisibility, they heard everything. Information which people wouldn’t want repeated. Information which I desperately needed.

An authoritative woman’s voice told them to hop to it, pick out a maid’s outfit, get collared and cuffed, then report back. It wasn’t Marlena, but the somewhat familiar voice that I had heard before, somewhere. Giggles echoed in the hallway, followed by shadows of feet that hurried past the light at the bottom of my door. Sometime later they returned, at a much slower pace, accompanied by the clip-clop of high heel shoes and the rattle of light chains. There wasn’t any giggling now, only the mumphing of mouths securely gagged. They faded away in the direction of the kitchen, but then another pair of high heels came my way. Not boots like Marlena’s, but like the bondage maids who had just assumed their duties. Like Nita’s.

The door creaked open and she stood silhouetted, with a cat o’nine tails in hand. For all her wearing a tight maid’s uniform, she assumed a pose of power, like she was the one in charge, even if she desperately tried to hide her fright.

‘You’re not going to give me any trouble, are you?’ she said. She tried to lower her voice, make it sound ominous, but it still came off as shaky. She twisted the thongs of the cat and the leather creaked, but her hands still shook. No, she wasn’t used to this role at all. If I could just play my own part right, I would own her.

Nita removed the gag and I worked my jaw, wiped the drool from my chin off on my shoulder.

‘No trouble, right?’ Nita said, more like a request than an order. She knelt and started to unbuckle my wrist cuffs.

‘No, none from me,’ I said. ‘But you’re the one in trouble.’

Her hands stopped. She slowly looked up at me. Even with Nita’s face in shadow from the hallway behind her I could see that she paled. She said, ‘What are you talking about?’

‘You know exactly,’ I replied, trying to put more certainty into it than I actually felt. ‘How long did you think you could hide that you are a liar?’

Nita quickly backed away on all fours and butted up against the doorframe. ‘Jesus fucking christ!’ she whispered.

‘That’s right, you little bitch,’ I said, hoping that I wasn’t going to overplay my sudden advantage. ‘I know what you and Lady Ashley did. How you helped her.’

Nita gasped. ‘She made me…’

‘Yes, you’re the perfect little slave, aren’t you? Whoever’s got your leash you can’t help yourself.’

‘No, it wasn’t my fault. I was given as a gift from Conover. Before…Before I was…punished at Club Odalisque and left to be discovered…I was told I now belonged to Lady Ashley, to keep or give to someone else as she saw fit. But Conover never intended you as a permanent gift - ‘

‘Conover told you that?’

‘Yes! I didn’t know it was you - ‘

‘So, you did betray me. I knew it.’

‘No! No, it wasn’t like that - ‘

‘Shut up. If you don’t want to get into any more trouble, then you’ll do exactly as I say.’

Nita’s chest rose and fell, her breathing deep. She closed her mouth, tried to swallow, but couldn’t. I thought she was going to faint; suddenly confronted with whatever truth I had just thrown right into her face, and unable to deal with it.

‘Come here,’ I said, trying to mix softness with unyielding authority. ‘Come here.’

Nita got her breathing under control, somewhat, and slowly, slowly, like she was trapped in a cage with a ravenous predator, crawled over to me. Her eyes were downcast, as if that were her natural posture toward me.

Emboldened, I decided to take another step in the con. I said, ‘I’m taking back what’s mine.’ At this Nita sucked in a sharp breath. ‘And you’re going to help me.’

That brought her eyes up and they pierced me, as if Nita saw right through my little game. Oh, shit. Had I blown it? But then Nita lowered her eyes back down and her brow broke out in a light sweat. She was wrestling with my demand, perhaps battling with the idea of committing yet another betrayal, but maybe this time, this was one she could live with and help make up for the other one. Slowly, a hand came forward, tremulous, and rested lightly on my foot. Almost a caress. When she spoke it told me volumes of my relationship to Conover, and the others.

She said, ‘I am yours, First Slave Mistress.’

***

Nita found me a maid’s uniform quick enough. After I wiggled into the tight, brief thing, she placed slim wrist and ankle cuffs on me, along with a loose chain that connected them all together in front. There was enough play so that I could lift a serving tray slightly above my waist, and would allow somewhat normal steps, but I was still definitely restrained. Well, I certainly did want to fit in with the servant’s crowd, and Nita said that this was what they all wore, but when she held up a leather hood I balked.

‘I am not wearing that!’ I hissed.

‘You have to!’ Nita said. ‘You can’t let Marlena or Parnell see you.’

‘It’ll be suspicious if I’m the only one in a hood.’

‘You won’t be. There are at least three others that will wear one too. They’re beginners and aren’t ready for a full on play. It’s a piece of fetish equipment to make them feel part of the scene and a visual reminder to tell the doms they’re unavailable. But even with the hood you’ll have to take care not to hang around Marlena and Parnell too much. They already know your body. Intimately. The maid’s uniform hides you, but your shape could still give you away.’

Much as I hated to admit it, Nita had a point. Faces aside, there are dozens of ways that people recognize each other. Not only body shape, but skin tone, the way someone walks, the shape of the lips, even eye color. Given time, most of those were things people might control, or even temporarily change. But we didn’t have time, so I needed to exercise caution, not attract attention. Nita’s idea of the hood was a good one. And I recognized this hood as one used for heavy punishment. Not only would my face be covered, but countless pinprick holes on either side of the nose opening would hide my eyes, yet still allow me to see. In addition, the outside covering for the gag that snapped on would also cover my lips. I could hide in plain sight.

I drew a deep breath and nodded. Nita worked fast, not jerking the hood down in sadistic pleasure, but with care to be sure even all my hair was tucked up inside. The laces tightened behind my head and the hood fit like a second skin, and I slowly spiraled down in increasing submissiveness. When the gag entered my mouth there was no question of my accepting it. I tasted leather on my tongue and, I realized, not for the first time. Yet, not often enough. As Nita snapped each corner in place I nearly fell to my knees, ready to accept any order. But I forced myself to stay upright. I was the one in charge. Or was I?

Nita clipped a leash to the hood’s built-in collar and I shuffled out after her. She took care to shut and lock the cell’s door, then led me down the hall and across the foyer. Soon, we were in the kitchen, where mass, yet controlled chaos, reigned.

A woman, about middle-age, stood in the center of it all. Posture straight and tall, acting like this wasn’t the first time she had organized a kitchen brigade, she was the essence of calm but firm. Straight, dark hair, pulled back in a long ponytail ran halfway down her back and also flew out behind her as she pivoted from one situation to another. And her voice was the familiar one I heard in the hallway. Now I realized she was the woman who had ordered the bondage maids to hurry up and get ready. They scampered around her and, if their movements were too slow, they jumped at the sting of her paddle.

‘Get those napkins folded just right, and I mean in perfect triangles!’ Whack! ‘Don’t fill the wine glasses up too much. The last thing you want is a drunk dom. Or you spilling on one - unless you want to.’ Whack! ‘Do those canapés belong there or on the serving tray? Well, get to it or I’ll make sure you’re the main course!’ Whack! Whack! Whack!

The maids squealed behind their gags, but then I noticed they made sure, even going a little bit out of their way, to get in range of the paddle. Of course! Along with getting the food and drinks ready, this was their SM warm up. By the time they got with their serving duties their asses would be ready for whatever else a dom might throw at them. But the dark-haired woman’s frustration grew as the maids focused more on getting their whacks than preparing to serve the guests.

‘What did I tell you before?’ she said to one who had returned for another round from the paddle. ‘You don’t fold them like that!’ Instead of the paddle the woman slapped the maid across the face. A couple of other maids noticed this and stopped, probably in shock. The effect soon spread through the whole kitchen. The woman glared at them all. ‘You think this is a fucking game? When I send servants out to wait on doms it’s with the idea that they serve, not prance about and think it’s about them and their getting someone’s finger up their pussy! Now do it the way I told you! All of you move. Now!’

They did. The two or three maids that waited for their whacks from the paddle melted away, back into the blur of the servants’ crowd. It also cleared our way to the now angry woman.

‘Where the hell is a slave like Sloane when I need her?’ the woman muttered.

‘Excuse me,’ Nita said, too softly.

‘Goddam twats, all their good for…’

Nita tried again, a little louder. ‘Ah, um, First Slave Francesca?’

‘What? WHAT!’

Nita quickly stood aside, making sure there was nothing between me and Francesca’s fury.

‘What the hell are you doing just standing there?’ Francesca demanded. ‘Don’t you have an assignment?’

‘She is a late arrival,’ Nita said.

‘Then grab a tray and move it. Arrange those crackers and cheese. They won’t serve themselves.’ Yes, that voice. I did know her, and not just from listening to the hallway. This was the doorkeeper at Club Odalisque, the tough one who wouldn’t let me in, who told me to get lost. She started to turn away, then stopped. ‘I don’t know this one,’ Francesca said, looking me over, then turning my hood covered head this way and that. ‘A new slave? Who’s her owner?’

Nita swallowed, not ready for such a question. ‘She’s, uh, from the club,’ she said quietly.

Francesca turned her eyes on Nita. If possible, they would have burned a hole right through her. ‘That’s not what I asked,’ she said through grit teeth, then yanked the leather plug out of my mouth. The four metal snaps were reluctant to let go and I staggered forward, right up against Francesca.

‘Who owns you?’ Francesca said. She gripped my leather encased head and her thumbs pressed just below the hood’s pinprick eyeholes.

Just like Nita, I didn’t have any clue to answer.

‘I don’t have time for this!’ Francesca said. Her thumbs inched up, pressed against my eyes. I tried to jerk away, but Francesca had too tight a grip. ‘You tell me, or if you think this is bad, just wait.’

The pressure built. Jesus, my eyes, my eyes!

‘Conover!’ I blurted. ‘I belong to Conover.’

Dropping Conover’s name had saved me before, but not so much now. The pressure on my eyes eased and I was able to see again, but Francesca didn’t pale or treat me like an outcast. In fact, when I spoke a flash of recognition passed across her face.

‘So, you’re one of Conover’s sluts,’ she said. ‘I heard there were only three. Well, three, now,’ she threw Nita a pointed look. Nita blanched. ‘It’s your own fault, Nita, when you hooked up with Lady Ashley. And how’s that going?’

Nita lowered her head and said in a small voice, ‘Uh, fine, just fine.’

‘Yeah, I’ll bet. She was so taken with you helping set up that renegade scene in the village she handed your leash right over to Marlena and Parnell.’

Nita’s head snapped up. ‘It wasn’t - ‘ Nita caught herself, threw a sideways glance at me. ‘I mean, I only desire to serve my new master and mistress.’

Francesca’s eyebrows rose. ‘Hmm. Nice recovery. Well then, get to work on those crackers and cheese. And don’t think just because you belong to our hosts you’re going to get a free ride. If anything, I’ll watch you most of all.’

Nita moved off to assist in the preparations, which left me alone with Francesca. She grabbed me by the back of the head, drew me in close. ‘And don’t think that because you belong to Conover I’m going to treat you any different.’

Francesca pushed the gag back into my mouth, made sure all the snaps connected, then practically shoved me up against the counter. I bent forward, my hands groping for the crackers and cheese, or at least the tray, but my chain turned out to be shorter than the others, and my hands wouldn’t reach high enough to the counter. Thankfully, Nita was there. Her hands weren’t restrained and she helped me, but she was still nervous and fumbled things. In fact, a cracker fell and landed on the floor. Nita quickly bent down to retrieve it and started to place it on the tray, but Francesca saw everything and, like a shot, was over to Nita.

‘Every one, stop!’ she called out. The entire kitchen turned quiet. All eyes were directed to Nita and Francesca. ‘What do you think you’re doing?’ Francesca said.

Nita swallowed. ‘Ma’am, I was trying to help - ‘

‘I know what you were trying to do!’ Francesca said. ‘What you did was drop some food.’

‘I’m sorry, sorry, ma’am.’

‘That’s not what you’re in trouble for. What were you going to do with that now dirty food?’

Nita breathed deep, a single inhale and exhale. She tried to swallow, but couldn’t.

‘I…I was going to…put it on the…serving tray,’ Nita said.

‘For someone to eat.’

‘Yes, ma’am,’ Nita barely whispered.

Francesca leaned into Nita. ‘How dare you. You dirty little shit. Alright, since you think it’s good enough for a dom to eat, it’s obviously good enough for a slave, right?’

Nita lowered her head. ‘Yes, ma’am.’

‘Then go ahead. Show us all just how delicious that cracker is.’

Nita brought the cracker to her lips, bit off a little piece.

‘More, you slut,’ Francesca said. ‘More.’

Nita put out her tongue. The cracker rested there a moment, then Nita drew it inside. Her teeth crunched.

‘Now, show us all how much you enjoy it. Let’s see you smile while you eat.’

Nita’s lips upturned while she chewed. She turned around, making sure everyone could see her smile, and the tears that formed in her eyes.

‘Good, isn’t it?’ Francesca said.

‘Yes, ma’am,’ Nita mumbled around the cracker. ‘Thank you, ma’am.’

‘Put out your hands.’

Nita held them out, palms up.

Francesca unhooked from her belt a short, double-bladed quirt. Like lightning, the thin leather whished and cracked both of Nita’s palms. Nita cried out and her hands shook, but she didn’t draw them back.

Francesca hissed at her. ‘Now, get back to work. I want that tray looking perfect before it goes out there.’

Nita turned back to the counter. The other maids went back to their own tasks as well. Together we got the food placed just right, all done in a tight, almost hypnotic spiral. Each cracker topped with a spread of cheese laid gently on the edge of the previous one so that, even when Francesca inspected it, she gave a satisfied sniff. All throughout Nita’s eyes watered, but not once did she wipe at her tear tracks.

Part of me wanted to hold Nita, somehow reassure her that what happened wasn’t all her fault. Yet, another, deeper part wanted to grab the spoon from Francesca, bend Nita over and just whale on her until she screamed for mercy. And that thought, more than the chains on my hands or the heavy, restrictive hood on my head, turned my pussy wet. Somehow, Nita’s humiliation made a connection with me, not as a submissive who craved the lash, but as a dom, who wanted Nita to not just bend to my will, but to break.

At last the food was ready. Francesca lined us all up, precisely one paddle’s swing length from each other and we stood there, not moving. And then the sound we were all waiting for crept into the kitchen. The guests, the doms, our tormentors for the night, started to arrive. A low buzz of conversation echoed from the foyer and, after another wait of anticipation and a last, encouraging slap from her paddle, Francesca released us, one by one, into the wild.




Chapter Nine

Through the Door

The foyer buzzed with more than a dozen conversations, all intense, all full of excitement at the beautiful home, all full of anticipation about rope knotted on supple arms, shapely legs and wet crotches, the echo of moans and screams from hoarse throats, the raising of bruises and welts on tender slave flesh. But from some more self-important doms I fast got the impression that this was more than a kinky get together. Not only were these people here to inflict pleasurable torture on writhing slaves, there was some other purpose for the gathering. Marlena earlier spoke about canceling the party and Parnell was equally determined not to allow the specter of someone like myself stop it but, whatever they were afraid of, they certainly didn’t show it. They acted the perfect host and hostess; gracious, stylish, refined. Parnell was dressed in black leather pants and wore a leather vest over a dark turtle neck, while Marlena sported a long leather skirt, red satin button down shirt and jeweled earrings that hypnotically glittered. They moved from group to group, smiling, greeting old friends and making new ones. They laughed and listened politely while telling everyone to enjoy themselves. The self-important few though, with more than an air of impatience, pulled them aside, asking when they would get to the real business. Again Parnell and Marlena gave them their best smile and deftly not quite answered their questions. When the time is right, they vaguely promised. When the time is right.

Except for one man. He didn’t make a point of talking to the hosts. He held himself slightly apart from it all, watching everything with detached emotion. Grey hair and well-trimmed beard. The only thing missing was his walking stick.

Lorenz didn’t actively participate in conversations, but if someone spoke with him he returned the favor. I couldn’t say I was surprised to see him here, given his involvement with my ‘anguishment’ at the sub-basement, but although he didn’t readily mix with the crowd he definitely was one of them. A maid would come by, offer up her tray and he would take a treat, gaze at her, perhaps smile or say something. The maid would curtsey and depart, a few with a hearty slap on the ass. But one remained longer than the others - Hildee. She got the strongest reaction out of Lorenz. He didn’t touch her but his face clouded in storm, like Hildee had done something wrong and was going to pay for it later. When Hildee curtsied and walked away she was pale and her hands shook.

I thought about approaching Lorenz myself, but some instinct held me back. I was sure that he guarded some of the answers I sought, not all of them, and not the ones that would really clear things up, restore my memory. No, that feeling centered more on the couple who had brought me here.

I almost congratulated myself on how Marlena and Parnell had no idea that I had outfoxed them, and if anyone else noticed a hooded slave shadowing the host and hostess, they didn’t say anything as they all were caught up in their own little stalkings of the other maid slaves. Still, I made sure several people were always between me and Parnell and Marlena and, whenever possible, their backs were turned to me. I presented my tray of hors d’ouevres, picking up little snippets here and there; learning that already some doms had been out and about on the grounds, marveling at all the equipment set up and how they might put it to good (or evil) use. A few doms sized me up, probably wondering what kind of face was under the hood, but the other maids were so pretty, even with their mouths distorted around their ballgags, that I soon melted away, along with the three or four other hooded maids. There were plenty of other female slaves to choose.

And that was another thing – although the guests were more or less equally divided between the sexes, they were all tops, doms, sadists. Not one submissive. I would have wondered more about this, but then things conspired and I found myself confronted with someone I didn’t expect.

First off, I got distracted because Francesca came out of the kitchen and confronted Nita, Francesca’s face full of new fury. Nita shook her head no, as if denying whatever accusation, but Francesca grabbed her by the hair and pushed her back through the swinging kitchen door. Watching that caused me to stop flitting about and I became a sitting duck. A mistress soon targeted me.

A mistress with dark eyes. Eyes that gazed out from a flawless face that was framed in long, dark, straight hair. She hooked her finger through my collar ring.

‘So, who do we have here,’ Lady Ranya said in a sultry voice. She lifted a cheese covered cracker from my tray and slowly placed it on her exposed tongue, then let her free hand roam across my breasts.

‘Nipples already hard,’ she said. ‘And you’re a beginner? How about that little snatch of yours.’ She reached down and her fingers found my pussy lips. I squealed and jumped back a little, my legs threatening to buckle, but she wouldn’t let go of the collar ring. She held up her hand and a small dab of my pussy juice glistened. ‘Oh, well, not too wet, but it’s a start. When you’re ready we can fix that later.’ She motioned to a man a few feet behind her, his back partially turned. ‘I think I’ve got a live one here.’

The man pivoted. His smile was wide as he obviously was enjoying himself among all these kinky people, but then it faded as he got a good look at me.

‘Lady Ranya,’ he said. ‘Do you know this person?’

‘Slave,’ Ranya said, with patience. ‘Call her what she is - Slave.’

Lawrence Guidry was dressed quite different from the others; aside from his shoes there was no leather, instead wearing an outfit much like what he might wear to the office; a white shirt and dark, thin tie, and a nice, dark blue suit, while his clasped hands in front clutched a coiled whip. I froze. Even if Ranya hadn’t snared me, there was no way I could move; his dark eyes intense, already it was obvious under the pants that Lawrence’s cock grew rock hard. And why not? Here he was, a relative newcomer to bondage, surrounded by leather and women throwing off all kinds of scents. If he wasn’t already walking around with a semi-permanent hard-on then something was definitely wrong. But Lawrence kept it together. With deliberate care he ate one of the hors d’ouevres while his gaze never left me. He stared so intently I was sure he could see right through my hood.

‘You meet the most interesting people in the most, well, I should say, the most unlikely of places,’ he said right to me, and definitely not to Ranya. ‘Wouldn’t you agree?’

What could I say? Nothing, since I was gagged. But I still stood frozen. So much so I couldn’t even nod or shake my head.

Ranya tilted her head to one side, not sure where she suddenly fit in this strange, one way conversation. She released my collar and stood aside, but I didn’t run away. No, I stood rooted as Lawrence’s whip came up; the knobby end grazed under my chin and tilted my head back. (Oh, yes, sir.) Then the whip came down, slow, at my cleavage, (His guiding hand on the leather. Yes, please.) then across one breast and hardened nipple (oh, stay there), outlined my hip (so close, so close to that spot) then continued down my bare leg (ah, ah, allow me to fulfill all your desires). His eyes followed the whip, took in my contours. He was searching, not only my body but his memory too.

Shit. I readied myself to be outed.

And then I cried out behind the gag. Ranya’s fingers stabbed up into my pussy. Her hand held me tight while the leather whip on my skin caused my pussy to run like a flooded river. The whip came back up, tracing a slow line from my thigh to hip, then resting right on my hardened nipple. I moaned and locked my knees. Don’t fall. Don’t!

At last Ranya extracted her hand.

‘Wow, would you look that,’ she said in wonder, her fingers now absolutely smothered in my pussy juices. She turned to Lawrence. ‘And you got her turned on with just a soft stroke. Either you’re better than we thought, or someone has got the hots for you. Or maybe both.’

Lawrence broke off eye contact with me. ‘Beginner’s luck,’ he muttered.

‘I wonder,’ Ranya said. ‘You say you’re new to all this, but somehow I don’t think you need that much guidance. But forget this one. The hood means she’s off the market.’ Ranya wiped her hand on a napkin and stuffed it down my cleavage in a dismissive gesture. ‘There’s someone I want you to meet.’

No complaints from me. I had barely kept it together and if Lawrence had done anything more I’m sure I would have blown my cover. Even though I was dressed, I felt absolutely naked, like Lawrence had reached down, deep into my inner core, and fucked me blind. I would have obeyed any order from Lawrence; even something as dangerous as allowing him to remove my hood and forget the consequences that would have erupted from Marlena and Parnell. But Ranya inadvertently saved me. She wrapped a possessive arm around Lawrence who reluctantly turned away, but not without an extended backward glance. Luckily, a couple of maids got in between us, their trays empty, as they scurried back to the kitchen. Although I still had plenty left on my tray I fell in line behind them. As I ducked through the swinging kitchen door I glimpsed Lawrence…

Shaking hands with Marlena and Parnell.

Aw, fuck!

I tried to calm myself. After all, he was a guest, and Marlena and Parnell were the hosts, so they should meet each other, but what next? What fucking next? Their meeting each other now, right now in the tumultuous afterglow of Lawrence’s mini-domination of me was almost too much. Was he asking about the slave that he almost turned to jelly just a few moments ago? Could she become available? Did the hood have to stay on, or could he glimpse the goods in private? And I couldn’t help but speculate on Marlena’s and Parnell’s response. Which slave? That one over there? That’s interesting, where did the extra hooded slave come from? Suddenly, I just wanted to go back to my closet, or cell, or whatever the hell it was, and just hide. There were too many people here, too many intricate lines of power to keep track of and potential land mines just waiting to go off if I put a step wrong. But I couldn’t run away now. I may have outsmarted Marlena and Parnell but my stomach tied itself in knots. I needed to calm down, see it through. I forced myself to think about why I had schemed to get out of my cell; that I might still pick up a key piece of information, something that might make my memories click back into place. But Lawrence, Lawrence kept crowding them out. No. NO! Don’t think of him. He’s not the reason you’re here… He’s not why you’re… Why… Why…you can’t…remember. Please, remember. Remember, dammit! Who are you?

WHO ARE YOU!

But nothing came. As I stood there in the kitchen it all seemed so helpless. If I hadn’t recovered my memory by now, what with all these triggers around me, then when? Whatever my past was, it was buried deep, and something inside me beyond all doubt didn’t want it dug up. But I had to know, and letting Lawrence get inside my head, or hiding here in the kitchen wasn’t going to get me any closer.

Francesca found me standing like a deer in the headlights. She didn’t get mad. Quite the opposite, she seemed relieved.

‘You’re back, good. Since Nita isn’t reliable, I’ve got a new assignment for you.’

***

Francesca practically dragged me through a side door, then into a small room. It might have been a pantry, I don’t know. I didn’t really get a good look around as Francesca unlocked the manacles and allowed them to crash on the floor. She tore off the hood, which I didn’t try to stop, even if she might see my face. It was getting hot in there! Grateful for the cool draft that blew across my wet face and lank hair, I barely had enough time to grab a small towel to wipe away the sweat. With incredible speed, Francesca twisted my arms behind me and tied them at the wrists and elbows. She started in on a crotch rope and passed several loops right between my pussy lips before giving a clue as to my new ‘assignment’.

‘I don’t have much time, thanks to that bitch Nita,’ she growled. ‘She was going to be our eyes and ears, and then she goes off and… Well, you can probably guess.’

Oh, fuck. My heart skipped a beat. Not for guilt that I might have gotten Nita into trouble, but that I might have been discovered. I steeled myself for Parnell or Marlena to come barging in and haul me off to whatever devious punishment deemed worthy for my disobedience. But, instead of anger for what I deserved, Francesca was more concerned about what she wanted, and how she would use me to get it.

‘You’re a bit of a tiger’s tail,’ Francesca said. ‘Not that I really know that much about you, but enough I think. Oh, yes, I know you. I knew you as soon as you spoke the name Conover. That tone of self-pity from the front door of the club. How you came crawling up to the door the first time and then how you conned your way back in again. But for what I need now I don’t have any other choice. The other slaves - ‘, she blew a disparaging sound through her lips, ‘ - aren’t any good for this kind of thing. But I’ll just bet you are.’ With a final tug on the pussy rope knot she straightened up, fixed me with her eyes, then pressed a palm against the back of my neck and drew me in close.

I stumbled into her, my breasts bouncing against hers. The tactile sensation sent a shock through me, a nice shock, one that reminded me I wasn’t unfamiliar to such female to female intimacy. Again, flash of an image in my mind; a woman below me, tied, gagged, eyes white, as my mouth slowly descended, suckled on her tit and then…

Nothing. Goddamit. Nothing.

‘Listen. Listen to me you slut!’ Francesca said. She stood back and with a sudden strength, ripped apart my maid’s uniform. Both hands slapped across each of my bared breasts.

‘Awww!’ I cried.

‘Shut up, shut up!’ Francesca tore off a large amount from the now useless dress and stuffed it in my mouth until my cheeks bulged. Then she tore a long strip of the black, stretchy fabric and wrapped it tight several times around my head. She knotted it off in back and my lips curled around the strip, no way could I spit out the wadding. She tore away the rest of the uniform, the tatters around my feet, the black pumps my only remaining clothing.

Francesca drew me close again, hand behind my neck, the other resting on a sore breast, a threat that it would hurt even more if I didn’t pay close attention. ‘Now, listen. The doms are up to something. Parnell and Marlena are behind it, I’m sure; they’ve organized this whole weekend to get people buttered up. As to what, well, I’ve got an idea, but the only way to know for sure is to get someone in this secret meeting. And I can’t go. I’ve got to get Nita ready. Somehow she’s part of this. Besides, they wouldn’t let me in anyway. I’m not a dom.’

This woman wasn’t a dom? So, I suppose these ropes and gag were supplied by the bondage fairies? What the hell?

Francesca was still talking! Focus. Focus!

‘…Nita was going to be my mole, but she’s gone and fucked up. And now she’s absolutely useless! That fucking cu…’ Francesca trailed off and her hand slipped away from the back of my neck. I could have easily escaped, so easy, because Francesca seemed to have forgotten about me. She tried to hide an anger and hurt that was all too obvious, threatening to make her lose it. But she fought to get it together; whatever this plan of hers was, she wasn’t about to let it all go sideways. ‘Fine. If that’s what that bitch wants,’ Francesca muttered, clearly feeling betrayed.

Betrayed. Shit, another flash. Not an image, but an overwhelming surge of treachery, followed by hatred. Of me deceived, and deceiving others.

‘Goddammit, pay attention!’ Francesca the dom had returned, and this time she didn’t just slap my tit, she also let loose on my face. Stars exploded behind my eyelids, my ears rang. When I finally was able to see again, Francesca was close, really close, like a lover. And like a lover, she held my face in both her hands and whispered.

‘You’re going into that meeting. And you’re going to tell me everything they say. Everything, and it better be almost word for word when you do. Don’t worry, they won’t even know you’re there. Not unless you fuck up too. But I don’t think you will. Right?’

The way she said it told me I had no choice but to agree. I nodded my head.

‘Good. I thought you were smart, even if you’ve shown you’re a little scatter-brained. Alright then, c’mon.’

Francesca looped and knotted a rope around the crotchrope, a make-shift leash. Pressure on my pussy forced me to follow her out the door, but instead of turning back toward the kitchen, we went the other way. The hallway narrowed.

‘I’ll bet when they made these servants’ corridors that no one ever thought they’d be used for slaves,’ she said. ‘Now, up we go.’

A set of rickety wooden stairs, designed for the servants’ invisible comings and goings, led up into gloom. They were steep and narrow but the steady pressure on the crotchrope led me ever upwards. At one point I nearly buckled in an orgasm, but I fought it down, even when I endured a couple of impatient tugs from Francesca.

‘C’mon, c’mon!’ she said. ‘There isn’t much time to hide you. The slaves I sent to prepare the room should be done, but the doms will show up any moment.’

We reached the top of the stairs, a small landing, and I feared that I would topple back over and down into darkness with a wrong placed foot. But Francesca gripped the crotchrope leash tight and in that I took a perverse comfort.

Francesca pressed a button and part of the wall in front moved toward us, then slid aside, silent. We emerged into a large room; deeply carved blonde wood paneling ran throughout, while on the far side long, red velvet drapes stood open beside floor-to-ceiling paned glass windows. Through them the last rays of the dying sun cast sharp shadows across a long, sturdy table set on a large, thick, blood red area rug. A hardwood floor the same color as the walls peeked out from the extreme edges of the rug while a larger area of hardwood lay open at the near end of the table; more than enough space for someone to stand at attention, or to kneel.

There were two women kneeling there now. I recognized them both: Olive, the always in demand slave, and Chamberlin, the angry one. They were side by side, naked, except for matching pairs of bright red, high-heeled pumps. Their heads were down, so they didn’t see us right away, which gave Francesca just enough time to quietly push me back into darkness.

‘What are you two doing here?’ Francesca demanded.

Olive and Chamberlin lifted their eyes. Chamberlin appeared ready to bite off a nasty reply, but Olive spoke. ‘Lady Ranya ordered us here, madam. She said - ‘

‘Get those eyes back down. Get them down!’ Francesca said. Olive immediately complied, but Chamberlin waited a second longer; long enough to show that whatever anger she possessed before was still there, still strong.

‘Who do you take orders from?’ Francesca said. ‘Me or Lady Ranya?’

‘Madam, Lady Ranya is a dom - ‘ Olive said.

‘Shut up, you little kiss ass! You take orders from me. Me. You were put in my care by Master Parnell. His orders trump Lady Ranya’s any day of the week. Has he changed those orders? Has he?’

‘No, madam,’ Olive said.

‘No, madam,’ Chamberlin said, after a moment.

‘Good. I’m so glad you see it the right way. Now get out of here.’

The two of them rose to their feet and started heading toward the service door. Toward me.

‘Not that way you fools!’ Francesca said.

The slaves stopped. ‘But madam,’ Olive said. ‘We’re not allowed on the regular stairs. Not without a dom.’

‘You came up here on the orders of one that wasn’t your dom; going somewhere unescorted and forbidden to you shouldn’t be that much of a stretch.’

‘But we’ll be punished.’

‘Good! You deserve it. Now go.’

Olive blanched, but Chamberlin almost sneered. I didn’t know what her problem was, but it was like Chamberlin wanted a fight, as if she dared Francesca, or anyone, to try, just try to make her submit. And yet, there she was, without clothes, not calling a halt with a safeword, and acting like a slave. It was like she mocked the whole system of voluntary submission. Once more a feeling of hyper-aggression invaded me, like with Nita. Yes, I wanted to lay my hands on her, but with Chamberlin I didn’t want to not just break her and wipe that sneer away for good. I wanted her absolutely blank, a canvass for whatever color I chose.

Francesca watched them go, their shoes echoing down the stairs. Not until they faded away did she draw me out of the shadows.

‘Alright, let’s go,’ she breathed. Her hand squeezed my upper arm, directing me around the long table to the far side of the room. I thought she might hide me behind the curtains, but that would entail taking a chance that no one would try to close them. No, I needed to stay completely out of sight. As we made for beyond the far end of the table I realized just where I was going to hide. And when I did, I got another flash, this one full of panic.

The iron maiden yawned wide, but that was deceptive. The inside of its doors were not filled with steel spikes, but it was small, so small that I wasn’t sure I would even fit in there. Small, tight, no air…can’t breathe…

I balked, planted my feet, refused to move. For a moment Francesca was confused, but then she grabbed my hair, bent me forward and I was half walked, half dragged toward the dark device.

‘Don’t you wimp out on me now. Good thing I tied you up and gagged you too. Otherwise you might try to get out or even call for help. Move, move! They’ll be here any second.’

I mewled behind the gag, shook my head. Sweat broke out on my brow. Francesca spun me around, backed me into the iron maiden, my shoulders brushing against the sides. Too tight. Too tight!

‘Look at me,’ Francesca said. ‘Follow my breathing. Not too fast or you’ll pass out. In slow, out slow. Yes, that’s good.’

It worked. My panic subsided, a little. But when Francesca started to close the doors I screamed behind the gag again, tried hopping out. Francesca shoved me back inside.

‘You’re staying in there! I had hoped to spare you this extra restraint, but you’ve left me no choice.’ There were leather straps that hung inside and she buckled them tight across my legs, waist, chest and forehead; so tight that I couldn’t move at all. ‘I’m also going to engage the outer bolts to the floor, so if you do try to get out, this thing won’t wobble,’ Francesca said. ‘And remember this, if they find you here, you’ll wish they hadn’t. Not for any revenge from me, but for what they might do. This group of doms are all hardcore and they won’t take kindly to any spy, slave or no slave, safeword or no safeword. Getting tossed out of the club will be the least of your worries.’

Francesca closed one door, then the other, and my nose filled a small triangular breathing space, the edge so close the oily metal smell filled my nostrils. Likewise a couple of pinprick holes were set at eye level, again so close that when I blinked my eyelashes brushed against the rims. As I struggled to adjust to my new, tiny world I heard Francesca grunting as she screwed down the iron maiden to the bolts already set in the floor. Then voices floated up on the stairs. Francesca popped up in my vision, held up a single finger over pursed lips then ran for the service door. It slid shut just as the doms entered the room.

Most entered as couples; male-female or female-female. They all held hands, but not clasped palm to palm below the waist. More like how the white masked man escorted me in the sub-basement; chest high, one with their palm turned up, while the other person laid their hand palm down. I almost expected some kind of entrance music, but instead it all seemed like a silent dance. After a few paces into the room, each couple bowed their heads to the other and then separated to opposite sides of the table. But some couples, when they got into the room, seemed to frown or be confused, as if things weren’t quite right. Only one person didn’t react-Lawrence - but the woman with him, Ranya, did enough for both. They took the two opposite spots nearest the door, and then the final couple entered with a royal like strut – Marlena and Parnell.

There were two empty seats at the head of the table nearest me with slightly higher backs than the others – almost like dual thrones. Marlena and Parnell traversed the entire length of the table, came around to stand behind each one, and very deliberately sat down. When they did I could see from between their heads everyone there. Their varied expressions ran the gamut from deepened confusion to outright shock.

Marlena and Parnell were just mere feet away and I held my breath, afraid that my exhales in the iron maiden would give me away, but no one else was concerned if by any chance a slave might be tied up inside. No, their focus was on the two obvious upstarts at the head of the table. Their sitting there was what seemed to disturb everyone else, but apparently not Marlena and Parnell. Oh no, they acted like they belonged there.

‘We are gathered here in fellowship, compassion and cruelty,’ Parnell announced. ‘Let us dispense mercy and punishment in due measure.’

It all sounded like a comfortable ritual, and most everyone appeared to relax but not Ranya, who seemed agitated. ‘Those seats are reserved.’

‘Yes,’ Marlena said. ‘One is always for Conover, even though Conover has never shown up, and the slave who brings Conover’s messages. Well, that’s going to change.’

More silence. A few looked away, as if pretending not to hear what just transpired. As for the others who did it was like no one wanted to pursue the topic and they waited for someone to change it. Someone did. Or at least tried.

‘Where is Lady Ashley?’ Lorenz said. ‘I saw her downstairs, if only briefly. Whenever we’ve met or gotten a message from Conover she is always included.’

‘Lady Ashley was invited,’ Marlena said. ‘However, she sent word she was detained at the stables. There’s a new couple, Lucas and Bella, that she’s helping. Bella is said to be quite the sprinter so Ashley is seeing for herself. Anything else before we get started?’

‘I ordered two slaves to serve us here,’ Ranya said. ‘Where are they?’

Now people seemed a little more comfortable. The idea of two errant slaves was one they could easily deal with.

Parnell spoke. ‘What we will discuss here is not for slaves’ ears. At least, not yet. But I understand your concern. Even if the slaves were here it’s no great thing to order them out. They should have followed your orders. But we’ll see to that after we finish our business.’ On the table before him Parnell picked up a crystal bell. Its pure sound cut through the room and soon up the stairs came a slave. It was Hildee, naked now with red pumps like Olive and Chamberlin. The posture collar wrapped her neck again while leather cuffs on her wrists and ankles were available for a quick binding. Her eyes flicked about the room, lingered on Lorenz, seeking approval. They seemed to say, ‘Here I am, as you desire. Please forgive me?’ But the single word she spoke was directed at Parnell. ‘Sir?’

‘Fetch First Slave Mistress Francesca and the slave Nita,’ Parnell said in an easy, calm manner. ‘Bring them to the foot of the stairs. There they shall wait until we ring for them.’

‘Sir,’ Hildee said, and disappeared back down the stairs.

Everyone sat still, at first. Then, as the uncomfortable silence lengthened, some started to fidget or stirred in their seats. They glanced to one another as if wondering just what exactly was going on with this meeting. Lady Ranya again took the lead. ‘Well, you two brought us here. You’re sitting in Conover’s and Conover’s slave’s seat. Mind telling us what this is all about?’

Marlena and Parnell looked at each other. Just a brief glance while everyone else held their collective breaths. Marlena gave a subtle nod to Parnell, like a signal of some kind. Parnell drew a single, deep breath, as if he were about to plunge into cold water.

‘For several months now we’ve all enjoyed this little thing we’ve got here; the keys provided for this beautiful mansion - The Ninth Circle, and Club Odalisque. But has anyone ever wondered just who made all this possible?’

‘What are you talking about?’ said Lorenz, seated about halfway down the table. ‘Conover owns all this, of course.’

Parnell nodded. ‘Yes, Conover. But who is Conover?’

Silence hung in the room. Everyone looked toward another as if they knew the answer, but no one did.

‘Yes, I thought so,’ Parnell said, warming up to the topic. ‘Has anyone talked to this Conover?’

‘We get messages from him all the time, through one of his slaves in this very room,’ Ranya said.

‘Yes. But has anyone talked to him? In person? On their cell? Has anyone ever received a text?’

Silence again as the implication sank in; no one knew just who this Conover was.

Lawrence stirred in his seat. He alone of everyone there remained relaxed, but it was a calm born of ignorance. ‘Look, I know I’m new here, but just what the hell are you talking about? I’ve heard this name before, even seen how other people in the scene react when someone claims to be his slave.’ At this several people gave Lawrence a sharp look. ‘I still don’t know why everyone is so afraid of him.’

Now it was Marlena who seemed to take the lead. She leaned forward and gave Lawrence a long, hard look, as if she were measuring his combined sincerity and naïveté. But then her expression softened. ‘Yes, you are kind of arriving in the middle of the story,’ she said. ‘Would you agree that what we do here is, shall we say, unusual? And that, if word got out, whom among us wouldn’t have to deal with fallout in their vanilla lives?’

Lawrence nodded. ‘I think I’m getting your point.’

‘Maybe, but not the whole point, yet. Why is it that whoever provided this little playground for us doesn’t want to be seen, or even heard? And as for the…the fear…that’s something we see all the time whenever we receive a communication from him. We see it in his slaves.’

‘What?’ Lawrence laughed and gestured around him. ‘All these beautiful women on this estate are his personal slaves?’

Ranya held up a hand as if to say that this wasn’t any laughing matter. ‘No, of course they’re not Conover’s slaves,’ Ranya said. ‘They are their own selves. No, it’s maybe three or four other female slaves who deliver the printed out messages. They are always bound, gagged and usually completely dressed in a black catsuit and hooded so we can’t tell who they are.’

‘Why don’t you just tear off the gag and find out? Get the answers that you want about Conover?’

‘Because that’s one of the conditions that we get all this,’ Ranya said and with a hand indicated the room and beyond. ‘Conover has demanded that we respect his slaves and not touch them. Not even ask them yes or no questions. And the messages would sometimes tell us to punish a certain slave. The method is left to us. The messenger slave would act as witness and report back that we followed Conover’s orders. But…’

Ranya paused. Lawrence leaned forward. ‘Yes, but?’

Marlena cleared her throat at the other end of the table. ‘One time Conover was unhappy with a punishment. The next morning at the club we found one of his slaves tied up, gagged and hooded, but with no catsuit. Fresh welts and bruises covered almost her entire trembling body, as if whoever punished her had just finished and left. Through the eyeslits in the hood we saw her eyes were filled with tears and she cringed from anyone’s touch, but she wouldn’t allow us to help her. After we cut her down she struggled to her feet. A note dangled from her collar. It said, ‘This is how you punish a slave.’ Then she staggered out the door into a waiting limo. Whoever this Conover is, he doesn’t fuck around.’

‘And he knows everything that goes on around here,’ Lorenz said. ‘I’ve discreetly talked to security experts about how to find hidden cameras and microphones. I have searched, here and at the club. I admit I am no authority at this but I couldn’t find any. But Conover has ways of knowing what goes on here. He’s got eyes and ears, probably a dom, or even an undercover slave, that reports back to him. But we allow it because where else can you get a place like this to play in?’

There was a pause. Then Parnell spoke again.

‘Yes, everything we’ve been given, here and at the club, all does seem a little too good to be true. But we’ve all ignored the obvious for far too long. Conover knows way too much about us. And we know next to nothing about him.’

Another pause. This one distinctly uncomfortable. A few doms wiped at their brows, one nervously cleared her throat.

‘Exactly,’ said Marlena. ‘We are all potentially at risk, at some unknown party’s mercy. Now, some of us wouldn’t care at being outed, but others may have a lot to lose.’

‘So this mansion and Club Odalisque isn’t safe for us anymore,’ Ranya said. ‘If it ever was.’ She rose to go, as did several of the others.

‘Sit down!’ Parnell said. ‘We’re not finished.’

Such was the command in his voice that even though everyone there thought of themselves as dominant, they stopped. After a few looks between themselves they did sit back down, although some more reluctantly than others, Lorenz and Ranya among them.

Parnell and Marlena exchanged brief smiles. Parnell stood up, his hands flat on the table and leaned forward. ‘We’ve discovered one of Conover’s slaves. The one that Conover left strung up at Club Odalisque with the note. And she’s willing to talk.’

He rang the silver bell.

Everyone heard the feet coming up the stairs, the stern voice of Francesca as she whipped her charge forward, and Nita’s obvious resistance with each step.

‘Get up there!’ Francesca yelled. ‘You worthless cunt! Do as you’re told. You think I give a shit about you’re little games? Move. Move!’

Nita stumbled into the room. Her maid’s uniform clung to her, more snug than ever because her arms were tied tight in back. The bottom hem was hiked way up her hips, thanks to a crotchrope that wound several times back and forth between her pussy lips. Her hair, put up so proper and demure before, now hung down in errant wisps. A wide white cloth gag wound about her lower face, keeping more than enough padding inside her mouth while above, through the strands of hair wild eyes glanced back and forth, maybe searching for a friend in this room of sadists. She found two.

At least that’s how Marlena and Parnell acted. They smiled warmly at Nita and approached her with outstretched, welcoming arms. Marlena took charge of Nita from Francesca.

‘That will be all, First Slave Mistress,’ she said. ‘You’re dismissed.’

Not what Francesca wanted to hear. She probably thought her fetching Nita was a sly way of getting included in the meeting. Francesca didn’t move and tried one more time to become part of this little torture group. ‘But, ma’am, perhaps I should stay? This slave is wild, unpredictable - ‘

‘We have a room full of doms here, Francesca,’ Marlena said stiffly. ‘We can handle her.’

Francesca nodded, but wasn’t quite ready to give up yet. ‘Yes, ma’am, but this slave-’

‘I said, dismissed!’

Francesca’s mouth froze, stopped in the middle of her next word. She plopped it shut. ‘Yes, ma’am,’ she said and bowed her head once. She retreated back down the stairs, but not without a quick glance my way in the iron maiden; a glance that told me ‘Don’t you fuck up now!’

No one spoke until Francesca’s booted steps echoed away down the stairs. Marlena tugged on Nita’s leash to bring her further into the room, but Nita tried to back away, her gagged mewlings a plea to be spared from some terrible fate.

Marlena picked up on it. ‘Slave, don’t act so afraid. You’re not in any trouble.’

‘She’s just nervous,’ Parnell said. ‘She knows tonight is important and wants to do well for us.’

Nita ran into the wall. Her eyes were wide, her shakes of fear obvious.

‘Now, slave,’ Marlena said. She reached out and stroked Nita’s bulging cheek, but instead of soothing her Nita’s eyes widened, her terror palpable. ‘There’s nothing to be scared of,’ Marlena said, a mixture of comfort and concern that was not quite sincere. ‘We just want you to tell everyone here what you know about Conover. Who you think is Conover.’ Marlena loosed the gag and gently withdrew the stuffing. Severe gag lines at the sides of Nita’s mouth only served to reinforce the fear evident through her quivering lips.

‘I…’ Nita said. ‘I… I…’

‘Yes, dear,’ Marlena said. ‘Go on.’

‘I…don’t know what you’re talking about.’

The change came suddenly over Marlena, the type that I had seen before; one moment your best friend, the next your worst enemy. Still, she kept her voice steady, even though now it held a dangerous edge. ‘Are you sure? Remember what you told us. What you freely admitted.’

‘I… I don’t…’ Nita’s voice shook. Fuck! She was petrified! Just what the hell was going on here?

Marlena made a fist and looked like she was about to ram it up Nita and tear her a new asshole. “Someone got to you, didn’t they? Who? Who?!”

Parnell stepped in, his voice calm, but also filled with menace.

‘Is this how you want to do it?’ he said to Nita. ‘You know you’ll talk eventually, and of your own free will.’

Nita tried to straighten herself up. She did, even though the ropes still held her tight and she still trembled. ‘I have to resist,’ she said. ‘I have no choice.’

‘You always have choices,’ Parnell said. ‘That’s how we do this.’

‘I know! I know,’ she said. ‘But if I don’t… If word gets back to…’

‘If someone doesn’t think you held out to the end, then they would be most displeased,’ Marlena said. And then she did something that struck me as odd. She gave Nita a smile, a genuine one. ‘Alright, have it your way.’

She gently regagged Nita, again another strange action, given her previous barely concealed anger. What was it with Marlena? It was like she treated Nita like a precious heirloom. Nita ‘mmmpphh’ed and ‘ummpph’ed as Marlena stuffed her mouth full and tightly knotted the cloth behind her head, but without any angry or jerky movements. In fact, the whole thing seemed too soft. Kind of vanilla. Wasn’t Marlena, well, a sadist?

‘Alright then,’ Parnell said. He clapped his hands together once and rubbed his hands like someone ready to go to work. ‘Looks like we’ve got an interrogation to conduct.’ He motioned to Marlena who started to turn Nita around, in preparation for going downstairs, but a voice stopped them.

‘No one is going anywhere,’ Ranya said. ‘At least not yet.’

Marlena frowned at the interruption and Parnell appeared confused. ‘Just what are you doing?’ he said.

Nita spun back around and started to protest behind her gag. She shook her head NO! Vigorously. Whatever Ranya had in mind, Nita already knew and she liked it even less than having Marlena and Parnell interrogate her.

Ranya stood up and approached Nita. She grabbed the rope leash from Marlena who stood speechless at the gall of the dom. ‘This slave needs an interrogation,’ Ranya said. ‘On that we all agree. But not by either of you.’

Marlena finally recovered herself. ‘You’ve got a lot of nerve! She doesn’t belong to you. This is our slave!’

‘Yes, your slave,’ Ranya calmly replied. ‘A slave with whom you’re in love.’

Quiet. So quiet.

Nita reacted first. She shook her head no again, her pleas muffled by the gag, but Ranya ignored her.

‘Marlena, she’s got you wrapped around her little finger. It may not be obvious to you, but everyone else here can see it. And Parnell is too close to see it too.’

Marlena and Parnell turned to the rest of the doms. They all nodded their heads in agreement. Marlena’s mouth fell open. Parnell turned back and studied Nita, then Marlena. He swallowed once. ‘Oh, my god,’ he whispered. ‘It’s true.’

‘Yes,’ Ranya said. ‘And that’s the problem. This slave has information which you yourself has said is important to our well-being, not just here and at the club, but in the vanilla world too. Since Marlena has feelings for her and you are blind to it too, there’s no way the rest of us can feel certain that you’ll perform a good extraction. It has to be someone else.’

Lorenz piped up. ‘I think I speak for everyone else here when I say: Who will conduct the interrogation? We all have had dealings with this slave in the past, so it’s as if we don’t all have some feelings for her.’

‘Lorenz makes a point,’ Ranya said. ‘Nearly everyone in this room has a history with this slave - thanks to Conover. She and the other slaves are used to test us, to see if we might be worthy of joining. I was no exception, and whatever feelings I had for her and for the others… Well, that was long ago.’

‘No matter how long, some feelings must still linger,’ Lorenz said.

Ranya looked at Nita and they made eye contact. Not just a cold scan, but an exchange between a loving dom and slave, of a relationship long finished, but with lingering memories. So, Nita and Ranya were lovers at one point, but now Nita had ensnared Marlena and by extension Parnell in her submissive clutches. Lots of threads in this group!

No one spoke up. None did because not one of them were disinterested third parties regarding Nita. Except one - possibly. A few sets of eyes swung to Lawrence. Slowly he stood, dark and graceful, possessing a raw power ready to burst out. ‘I’ll do it,’ he said.

Nita shook her head. NO!

‘I’ll do it,’ Lawrence said again, now his turn to turn a deaf ear to the slave’s muffled pleadings. He walked over next to Nita. Shit, shades of Le Fouet Enroule! Lawrence had that same, dispassionate look about him, the same kind he laid on me at the restaurant as I endured his scourge that strange night. He now gripped the same coiled whip that he had used to nearly send me over the edge back at the downstairs reception. His hands flexed and the leather creaked. Suddenly, he sure as hell didn’t seem like any novice to inflicting torture. ‘I know I was to be tested tonight, like the rest of you. Well, this way is just as good as any, I suppose.’

Heads nodded around the room. Yes, this wasn’t what was expected for Lawrence’s initiation, but why not? Not only would he show just what he was made of, SM wise, but also show that he could keep a cool head when things got hot.

‘But I’ll need help,’ he said. ‘I know I’m a beginner, so I’ll want advice. Advice on the best way to make a reluctant slave talk.’ He shot the slave a cold glance and Nita just about collapsed. If it weren’t for Marlena and Ranya she would have hit the floor in a dead faint. As the two women kept her upright Lawrence pointed his whip at Ranya, indicating her as his assistant.

‘Alright,’ Ranya said. ‘You’ve got yourself a mentor.’

With that the meeting was over. They didn’t do the interrogation there. Instead Lorenz jumped up and took charge of Nita. In spite of his age he had no trouble throwing Nita over his shoulder and carrying the bound up slave down the stairs. A concerned Marlena went before him, spotting his downward steps. Nita may have been carried off to a torturous fate, but nobody, especially Marlena, wanted to see the goods accidentally damaged. Not that way. It was now plain to all that the dominatrix loved her errant slave; entirely obvious even though Nita was carried down the stairs like a sack of potatoes.

As everyone shuffled out Parnell stayed rooted to the spot, still trying to deal with this new revelation of Nita and his wife. But maybe not a full revelation; he nodded his head, as if some secret suspicion was finally confirmed. Then his eyes locked on Lawrence and Ranya. In spite of their being nearest the door, they remained behind, probably to consult privately on the upcoming interrogation. When the last trailing dom descended the stairs Parnell approached Ranya.

‘You know what needs to be done?’ he asked.

Ranya nodded. ‘I think so. How close can Lawrence take her to the edge?’

‘Don’t answer that,’ Lawrence cut in. ‘She’s my slave now. I’ll make that call.’

Whatever authority Parnell possessed for the meeting was long gone. When he spoke his voice was soft, filled with unease. ‘What will you do?’

Lawrence’s hands flexed the whip again, its creaks a sign of doom.

‘It’s obvious. Make her spill her guts.’




Chapter Ten

Hiding In Plain Sight

Ranya, with Lawrence right behind, then a somewhat stunned Parnell trod down the stairs, their footsteps fading in the lower distance. It wasn’t long before the secret door panel slid aside and Francesca stole into the room. Without a sound she padded to the stairs and peeped around the doorframe, making sure no one came back up, then jetted to the iron maiden. The latches clicked away and fresh air wafted over my naked skin. Francesca undid the leather straps then hustled us both out of there, not bothering to reclose the iron maiden. Not until the door panel slid back into place did she remove my gag. I worked my jaw to relieve the strain and stiffness, even though Francesca bombarded me with questions.

‘What did they say? What was the meeting about? Are they going to divide up the slaves between them? How? By lottery? Auction? How many - ?’

‘Conover,’ I managed to croak at last. ‘It was all about Conover.’

Francesca blinked, confused. ‘Conover? What about Conover?’

‘They…They want to know who is Conover.’

Francesca put a hand up to her mouth to stifle a laugh. ‘What?! Are they crazy?’ Francesca grabbed the front of my rope harness and together we hustled down the stairs. We made it to the bottom a lot faster than we did going up, partly due to Francesca’s hold on my rope harness, partly due to her desire to find out just what the hell was going on; I could have told her more, but for some reason she didn’t ask, maybe because I was just a slave and didn’t have any brains. Or maybe it was just the panic of having Conover’s name brought up that drove all intelligent thought from her own mind. But from where and from whom she would get any more information I didn’t know, nor was I going to find out. As we reached the ground floor and clambered into the kitchen, Hildee was there, obviously waiting for Francesca.

‘Lady Ashley’s orders,’ she said with a happy tone. ‘Her words: ‘Bitch! I’ve heard that you’ve got an extra slave. Get her out to the stables - fast. If she is not there before I arrive you shall be stripped of all privileges.’ Hildee couldn’t help but let her lip curl. The chance to call Francesca an insulting name and the possibility of her getting punished was apparently something she relished.

‘Goddammit,’ Francesca muttered, then threw a glare at Hildee. ‘Alright, message received.’ Hildee remained standing, the curl of her lip now widened into a triumphant smile. The slave-dom grabbed Hildee’s neck just above the wide posture collar. Fingers dug in below the top of the collar and pressed at her windpipe. Hildee slowly fell to her knees and her hands vainly flapped about to loosen the suffocating grip. But Francesca’s anger instilled an extra strength and Hildee’s face began to turn color. There were only a few other maids left in the kitchen and they stared in shock at the display, but Francesca’s temper was up, and none dared interfered.

‘Yes, you go fucking snitch just how well you followed orders. Maybe that’ll finally get you a master. Who knows? Lorenz might finally slap his collar on you. Yeah, fat chance after what happened with Slave Becky.’ Hildee tried to choke out a reply but Francesca still wouldn’t let go. “That’s right - bitch! - I made sure Lorenz knew how you messed around with little Becky and Olive back at the club. Thanks to you Mistress Ottavia wasn’t happy at all with Becky’s performance even if her slave assistant had a good time. You’ve put Becky’s rep in the shithouse, if not ruined her forever. And all because you somehow felt threatened by their deeper levels of submission. A slave who isn’t confident enough in their own submission isn’t worth shit.’ She let go and Hildee doubled over, drawing in gulps of air..

‘Oh, yeah,’ Hildee rasped. ‘Like…you know…so much about…it.’

Francesca didn’t say anything in response but did grimace, a hint of some hidden emotional pain. Hildee’s little comeback must have struck a nerve, but Francesca covered it up quick. ‘I’ve got my faults, I admit it,’ Francesca said. ‘But I’m First Slave Mistress here, not you. And if I ever catch you playing your pissee little games again, it won’t be a pussy armbinder and collar like how Lorenz ordered when he was dom-in-residence. I’ll make sure the punishment fits the crime.’ Francesca pulled on my ropeharness. ‘C’mon, you.’

I had no choice but to follow. But I glanced back over my shoulder and caught Hildee’s hate filled look at Francesca. Holy shit! Francesca needed to watch out because Hildee wasn’t going to forget this. For myself, I was just glad I wasn’t the one in her sights as we stumbled outside.

The property was a large unknown, but in the fading light I got my bearings quick. Given the distance we walked it must have been more than a quarter mile, and that was just one corner of the land. I couldn’t spot any fence line, so the property must have gone on and on. Conover sure had the money, especially to buy such a large estate and just turn it over to others to use. But, given the paranoia that lurked just below the surface around here, I didn’t think this Conover stayed away from all the intrigue. Conover had spies, sure, but if like any other dom Conover took part in the sadistic activities that went on here and at the club. And no one knew what Conover looked like. Hell, Conover might even be here tonight, watching how everything went down. An arrogant dom hiding in plain sight.

Flash. Oh my god. What did I just..? Hiding in plain sight? The video I had seen at the brownstone jolted my senses. Olive in front of me, suspended, legs spread, slowly swinging back and forth, her pussy open and ripe. And then I (yes, it was me in the video!) struggled with someone. Chamberlin? Holding the tall woman back as she tried to get at Olive and tear her apart. And then a voice. Mine? And then fear. Not only from Olive and Chamberlin but also from myself. In fact, I was downright petrified, hoping this gamble would pay off. And then Nita. Nita! She was there. She wasn’t in the video but I now knew she was there. Why? But now I understood why she acted the way she did toward me before the party, all submissive and too easily calling me ‘mistress’. And what she knew about me, how close I was to… And with Lawrence ready to open a can of whoop ass, I was now definitely afraid that once she started talking she wasn’t going to stop.

‘What? What the hell are you doing? Keep up!’ It was Francesca, jerking on the rope harness, forcing me back to the here and now. ‘I sure don’t need any extra shit.’

Close by I heard excited voices; those of men and women, and other sounds too; female, but not making human noises. High-pitched whinnies, incredibly horse-like, but not authentic. And then we were there.

The odor of hay and wood and leather tack infused my nostrils. Horse stables; a place where a slave underwent a transformation to another, more primal level, one that made her even more submissive, one that brought out her inner beast.

Hanging overhead lamps gave off light, bathing everything in a soft, romantic, otherworldly glow. And everything needed to turn a slave into a beast of pleasure was available; already many of the slaves that had served at the meet and greet were wearing leather tack meant for hard work and getting hitched up to lightweight single and double seat pony carts. Others were just donning their gear, not dressing themselves, but following the instructions of doms who made sure the tack fit just right. The whole scene hit me like a ton of bricks. Oh, my goodness! It had been so long! So long? I had been here before! But in disguise. I remember a loose cloth hood or wraparound mask as a constant companion. There were also memories of a bit in my mouth and my arms tied behind me, of pulling a cart, a thin whip cracking just above my head and my squeals of fear; I had to run faster, faster, my legs pumping up and down. The memories invaded my mind in a flood and overcome I fell, crying, but with tears of relief. At last I remembered! Not everything, there were still big gaps but at least it was a start. But Francesca knew none of this and took my sudden non-movement as rebellion.

‘Knock off the smart ass masochist act!’ she said. ‘I don’t have time for it! I need to get back to the house, find out about Nita and just what she’ll blab to everyone. But I’ve got to deal with you first. And I know just how to handle you! There’s a special bitgag that Lady Ashley has been waving around.’

Francesca yanked on my leash. I struggled to my feet and staggered after her. ‘Ma’am, please!’ I gasped. ‘Ma’am! I have to talk to Nita! Before Lawrence starts the interrogation.’

Francesca wasn’t having any of it, she just pulled me along. And for what was in store for me I wouldn’t be anywhere near the interrogation. Already I could feel my pussy warm at the thought of wearing a ponygirl harness, the bit tight across my mouth, the leather surrounding my head. As I shuffled along the hay-strewn ground I stumbled and fell once more, so Francesca dragged me the rest of the way to an empty stable, past all the occupied others. If not for the hay my legs scraping across the ground would have been bruised and possibly cut. But it was rough enough anyway, so I forced myself to my knees and managed to half crawl into the stable. Francesca looped a rope around the one that tied my wrists together, tossed the ends over the rafters, then lifted my arms way, way up behind me. She kicked off my black pumps and the strappado position forced me on my bare toes.

‘Ma’am, please!’ I said, fresh tears streaming down my cheeks. ‘Please, I beg!’

Tears from a slave were nothing new to Francesca. She threw up her hands in an entirely sarcastic gesture. ‘Oh, great. That’s all I need now is a crier. You know, between Nita and Hildee I’ve got enough to deal with already. If I have to add you to my list of things to do, you’ll wish it was you who’s being interrogated.’

I blinked away my tears. I wasn’t blubbering but I still had to force myself to get the waterworks under control. ‘Ma’am,’ I whispered in a hoarse breath, ‘if I don’t get to Nita first, then Conover will be most…displeased.’

If I thought the mention of Conover’s name would give me a ticket straight to the interrogation, I was sadly disappointed. Francesca didn’t react with something like ‘Oh, no!’ or ‘Aw, crap!’ Instead a slow, frosty smile graced her beautiful and stern face. ‘Yeah, right,’ she said. ‘Don’t you tell me about Conover. This is all fantasy,’ she gestured around her, then whispered conspiratorially, ‘And as far as I’m concerned, this Conover is just about the biggest fantasy of all.’

Now it was Francesca’s turn for disappointment. When I didn’t react to the denial of my request her triumphant manner slowly changed. In her eyes I could see growing uncertainty. It was now or never.

‘You want to take the chance that Conover doesn’t exist?’ I whispered. ‘You want to risk getting sent to that dungeon?’

Now Francesca stared at me with more than a trace of fear. Oh, yes, she had heard the stories about Conover, a SM bogey-man, and what happened to slaves in that particular pit of hell. Did she want to risk the possibility, however slight, that she would wind up there? Test herself against all the other pussies like Nita, Olive and Chamberlin, that thought they had what it took and came out in little pieces? Was the pleasure worth the pain? Or, more accurately, was the pain worth the pleasure?

‘Goddam you,’ Francesca hissed. ‘I don’t know where you came from or why the hell Lady Ashley would order you sent to the stables but…’

She trailed off and uncertainty transformed more and more into full blown doubt. As I hung there with the growing strain on my shoulders, barely on my toes, I could see it, almost feel her disquiet that if I said was even part way true, then whatever part was a lie, no matter how big, didn’t matter. If she decided wrong then her role in this little fantasy world could very well come to an end. And not in a pleasant way. Not once Conover got her.

‘Aw, fuck!’ she said. Francesca slapped my hanging tits, turned on her heel, and left me suspended there, my arms wrenched well above my shoulders. She dashed out of the stables, into the now full on night. Wherever she was headed I hoped it was to stop the interrogation, or at least delay it until I could talk to Nita. Tell her to not mention me, AT ALL, and to not incur the wrath of Conover.

So I hung there, arms still tied behind me and struggled to maintain my balance. Back toward the front of the stable preparations continued as, one by one, teams of ponygirls were hitched up to carts, then paddled out into the night for the masters’ and mistress’ pleasure. But no one noticed one slave, in a stall all the way in back, not getting prepared at all. It was like they all had their assignments and there was no time to even glance around, to realize that not all the ponies were readied. But, as the racket of female neighs and whinneys faded and the stables emptied out a mistress testing a couple of prancing ponygirls in their steps discovered one tiny slave that was almost overlooked.

‘Oh, what have we here?’ she said.

British.

‘Looks like we’ve got a bit of cock-up. Someone forget about you?’

The sub-basement. Where I wore the white mask. It was her. The british accent, the woman in the dark who whispered in my ear. I remembered her stroking my ass, my pussy. Her teeth marks on my shoulder and back, a leather gloved hand in my asshole. We made eye contact and… Was there a flash of recognition? She approached me, carefully, as if I was a bomb that might explode. She was short, shorter than me, but the way she stood, her walk, her tight grip on the two ponygirls’ leads spoke of command. Of her comfort with it, that she never had a moment in her life, either wearing leather or vanilla clothes, never possessed it. Power. One of the greatest aphrodisiacs. She came up, stood right next to me, so close that her soft, elegant perfume almost intoxicated me; the same perfume that she wore at the sub-basement, the same that I smelled when I was once ‘gifted’ to her, my face hidden inside a locked on hood. Only now there wasn’t the underlying scent of fear and desperation.

Lady Ashley caressed my sore tits. A leather gloved hand stroked the skin, short, soft fondles that matched what I received in the sub-basement. Probably the same leather glove that had reamed my ass and sent me to heights of forbidden pleasure. The other hand pinched a nipple and I bit my lip. The hands travelled up to my throat in tiny swirling circles, then deftly travelled to my wrists and loosened the ropes. As I slowly straightened her eyes claimed me, like it was the most natural thing in the world. And in that moment, and for a short time thereafter, I was hers.

‘Well, now, why don’t you come with us and we’ll get you properly groomed. Come along, love.’

***

‘Groomed’. Yes, I knew what that meant. Just a few days ago, or even just mere hours, it would have conjured up thoughts of a beauty parlor, of ladies gossiping and hair brushes. Funny thing, it still did, only in a more unique way.

Lady Ashley snagged a slave to fetch her ‘grooming kit’ and when the female slave replied, ‘At once, Lady Ashley’ I knew that I was in more than competent hands, just like when I was a ‘gift’ and was about to be driven down a path of torment and bliss, yet only so far. If there was failing of Lady Ashley it was her self-boundaries were clearly laid out. This far and no further, but at that time those boundaries were the furthest I had ever experienced, yet not far enough.

But now I knew that tonight she necessarily wouldn’t crack a whip over my head. Such wasn’t her usual way. No, my vague memories told me that she usually took pride in preparing a slave for torture, bathed in the satisfaction from the sadistic pleasure that others inflicted, at how well the slave responded because she had been primed just right. My time under her dominance in the sub-basement that night wasn’t so much a reversal of that strategy as a culmination of her preparations. She was the one who under orders from Conover had paid the super to give her, and the others that night, a space to ready for a pain filled interval. A place removed from Club Odalisque, where they might do whatever they wanted, without fear of some dom telling them to make sure they didn’t go too far, a place where safewords didn’t have any meaning. A place of total power exchange; where the slave gave up everything.

And I? I was the slave that night. And I had given up everything, even my name, my memories and my life. I was a complete blank slate that submitted to whatever Lady Ashley, and the rest, wanted. But why? And was that all I was? What was my part prior to that night? Did I also help in preparing that scene? Was I complicit in all this? And how close was my relationship with Lady Ashley? Sure, I wore a mask that night, but being otherwise naked in front of someone didn’t mean she wouldn’t recognize me now. I was naked now. Yet, Lady Ashley gave no sign that she knew me.

The slave dropped off a large tackle box, grabbed the leashes for the two ponygirls and together they all hurried away. Lady Ashley squatted down and started to browse.

‘Alright now, love,’ she said, ‘let’s find you something that might give you a new thrill. Something that you’ve dreaded but also licked your lips over.’

She held up a headharness. Could it be the very one that Francesca mentioned just moments ago?

‘Ah, yes,’ Lady Ashley said, turning it around in the soft light. Her eyes gleamed in anticipation. ‘You may not have had bigger, but who cares?’

The headharness…the bit…the thing was…it…

Oh, fuck! It was going…not just across my mouth… It was going…inside.

The bit was rubber, thick and wide. Lady Ashley placed it square across my mouth and pushed it back. Back, well past my front teeth, so that the edges of my mouth strained. But that wasn’t all. In the center of the bit was a black dildo. It wasn’t like the bit had been made and the dildo added later. No, this was all one piece. Lady Ashley gently pushed it in, a little at a time, past my lips, its bitter taste on my tongue, stopping just shy of full on choking me. Gurgles sounded deep in my throat a couple of times and Lady Ashley eased off for a moment. When I quieted down she resumed the invading pressure. My head tilted back as I tried to give it as straight a line as possible, but Lady Ashley’s gloved hand just above the base of my neck brought me back to meet her eyes. She wanted to see me, witness the growing panic the further it slid down. I started to cry again, this time not in frustration like before with Francesca, but because this time Lady Ashley would go too far and that there was nothing I could do to stop her. And it was that very same terror that Lady Ashley fed on. Yes, she relished preparing slaves for others, but this is what she really loved. The power of taking someone right to their personal edge so long as it didn’t go past hers, scaring the shit out of them, and leaving them there, their minds screaming.

And, in another flash, I remembered I had done the same to others too. But I had stretched them beyond their limits as I tried to reach mine, well outside their personal safe zones, then left them broken at my feet with the feeling that I wished that it was me instead of them. Which meant I wasn’t really a sadist. No, really, I wasn’t. What Lady Ashley was doing to me; this is what I had always wanted. But to get there was…well, torture. And I knew that even Lady Ashley, as much of an edge player that she was, didn’t have the guts to deliver what I really needed.

The dildo-bit gag plunged inside; slowly, steadily, until I was gagged like never before. With your mouth stuffed with wadding or a leather plug you can still make noises in your throat, but with this… Maybe I could still make some sound, but not much.

‘There, now you suck on that,’ Lady Ashley said. ‘Just get used to having your throat filled. Ah, yes, perfect.’ She ran her leather gloved hands up and down the sides of my neck, feeling just how far down the dildo went and also making sure that my breathing passage was clear. Not necessarily to know if I was in any danger of choking, but to know that my suffering would continue. She turned away and busied herself with the remainder of my grooming.

On went the bodyharness; leather straps on my shoulders, around my chest, arms and waist; a strap between my legs with a couple of extra added toys. A little egg-shaped vibrator on the inside part of the crotch strap that fitted so easily inside my slick pussy. Lady Ashley raised her eyebrows.

‘Almost a little too eager, aren’t we, love?’ she said. ‘But then ponygirls are always so randy. It doesn’t take much to get them groomed for a stallion.’

I barely heard her. Already the scent of leather overtook my senses and so, as the ropes slid away, I remained motionless as Lady Ashley buckled up the bodyharness. My nostrils flared to take in more of the smell and what it implied. I was a beast, an animal to be used in whatever way someone else decided. To drudge across the fields, sweating under a heavy load; to parade and preen for a crowd’s delight; or strung to a pole by the neck, unable to run away while mounted by a stud. I swooned at all the possibilities, and so when I gazed down at Lady Ashley who finished lacing up my spiked granny boots, I blinked at the other little extra thing on the bodyharness crotch strap. I had seen it when the upper part of the bodyharness surrounded me, but I didn’t comprehend what it was, or its purpose, until now.

Another dildo, this one flesh colored, pointed outward from the crotch strap. Adjustable along the strap’s length, Lady Ashley positioned it above my pussy, right at the lower stomach, still slightly pointed downward, but up high enough to spear any hole placed before it. Rooting around in her tackle box, Lady Ashley brought out and placed a fresh condom down the shaft.

‘Oh, don’t worry, ponygirl,’ she said. ‘You’re going to get yours, but you’re going to give it too. Now, let me see those legs of yours work. C’mon my pretty gee gee. Legs up. Up!’

With that she grabbed my leash and I, like a prized beast, exited the stables into the night in a full on high leg strut.

***

There was a single seat cart outside of the stables, like it was waiting there just for us. Lady Ashley backed me up, just like a horse, with encouraging words and several ‘tick-tick’s with her voice, until I stood in-between the light metal rods. Soon I was hitched up and I felt her weight on the cart’s seat. Then with a light flick and tiny crack of the whip, I was off. Not full out running, more like a half-jog, but with more flicks and cracks of the whip I soon found myself at a decent pace.

‘Good, good,’ Lady Ashley called out from behind. ‘Nice and steady. Don’t overdo. Good.’

By the reins connected to the headharness, Lady Ashley directed me to the middle of an oblong shaped thick, green lawn. From there she turned me about as she oversaw a group of about twenty or twenty-five ponygirls and their riders. Some just strutted and preened, the colorful plumes on their heads marking them as show ponies as they provided slow, stately rides for the doms around a dirt track on the edge of the lawn. Others, with more toned legs, were put to serious work, and hauled other people and equipment here and there. These were the draft ponies and from between their bits they drew in large lungsful of air, a sheen breaking out on their heaving breasts. One other group stood off to the side, hardly moving at all, but the quivering tension in their legs and upper bodies was palpable. Some jumped a little if someone got too close to them, or for no reason at all. At least, none that I could see. But then my pussy vibrator started to sing, and suddenly I knew the reason why those ponygirls acted the way they did. Thoroughbreds.

‘Keep your head in the game,’ Lady Ashley called out. ‘They’re just getting primed for the main event. And we’re waiting for a couple of late entries.’ The vibrator buzzed once more, and this time I groaned. It was all I could do, given the dildo down my mouth and how tight Lady Ashley had strapped me in the harness.

The whip cracked again, loudly this time, and way too close to my head. I tried to scream which only sounded more like a grunt, and took off in the direction the reins directed me. Soon we were at a group of naked slaves made up of the remaining women from the kitchen when Francesca and Hildee had their little confrontation. From the work ponies’ carts they were unloading and setting up lounge chairs. Many of the doms from the Meet and Greet in the lobby were already seating themselves. Some had soft drinks in hand. One slave scurried around to make sure their needs were fulfilled.

Hildee. Her elbows were tied tightly in back while she balanced a tray on her open palms in front. With a short chain link between cuffed ankles, she did her best to make sure each dom was attended to, but she was working alone. Now back in her maid’s uniform, so clean and shiny before, it was now covered in a light dust while from behind a ballgag drool fell on her now exposed breasts. And if a dom finished a drink they just pressed a button on a handheld remote which they all possessed. Hildee would jump, much more than the thoroughbred ponygirls, and practically run to the dom with a refill.

‘Everyone here doing alright?’ Lady Ashley asked. The doms chorused ‘Yes’ and several held up their glasses in toast to Lady Ashley. ‘Good,’ she said. ‘If you need anything just hit your call button. Believe me, you’ll get good service every time you send a shock up that cunt’s arse.’

A few pressed their buttons to show they understood. Hildee screamed from behind her ballgag and she moved her arse.

A flick on my reins and we were away. ‘Good,’ Lady Ashley said. ‘We’re just about ready.’

I felt the bit tug against my mouth and I stopped. We were in the middle of the field and I faced the thoroughbreds. They still jumped and hopped about but now their tension had climbed a level or two higher. Several men and women doms dressed in riding outfits approached them. They checked their thoroughbreds’ harnesses, the hitches to the ponycarts. To liven them up, some doms slapped the ponygirls’ bare breasts, as a warning that they had better run well, while others’ hands dove down to the ponygirls’ crotches causing them to squeal. More than one of the doms threatened that if they didn’t win, then that was all they were going to get for tonight. Once satisfied their points were made, the doms mounted their carts. They even did a small parade to post – six of them in all – and waited.

What for? They were going to run a race; that much was obvious. Why didn’t someone just shout ‘Go’? But not everyone was ready yet. I remembered Lady Ashley mentioning a couple of late arrivals and there were other preparations as well.

Hitched to cart, driven by a proud master, a single ponygirl with blinders on the side of her head came trotting up; her legs were shapely and strong, like a sprinter’s, and everything about her harness indicated lightness in weight. The straps were restrictive, but thin, and unlike the others who wore boots with spiked heels, she wore canvas, flat shoes. Her hair, thick and dark red, was tied in back with several leather thongs, the last one near the end knotted to a silver ring set between her shoulder blades. In spite of her semi-eye restrictions her steps were confident, assured. She trusted her master not to lead her astray.

‘Lucas, how’s the rabbit?’ Lady Ashley asked the master.

‘Still getting loose,’ Lucas, the master replied. ‘Bella will need a couple of warm up laps.’ He laughed. ‘My little rabbit.’

Rabbit? What was all this stuff about a rabbit?

‘Alright,’ Lucas said to the ponygirl. ‘You ready to run? Ready to not get caught? Ready to have a slave of your own for an hour? But if they catch you then you’re theirs.’

Holy crap! Ponygirl Bella was motivation for the other ponygirls. Like at a dog race track, who chased a rabbit along the electrified rail, it was a similar thing with the ponygirls, only if they ‘caught’ the rabbit, by finishing in front, they got a reward. Namely, Bella.

She wasn’t as young as the other ponygirls, but Bella definitely had some good things going for her. She was in terrific shape, not only her legs, but her stomach too. Flat as a board. And she moved with a grace that spoke of nothing but natural and entirely in her element. Lucas unhooked the leash from Bella’s spangled collar and borrowed Lady Ashley’s thin whip. He snapped the whip a couple of times over Bella’s head. ‘Go! Go on!’ he called.

Bella took off. She started at a medium jog, then about halfway around the track kicked it up a notch. Nothing too hard, she was saving herself for the race. Her pert breasts bounced, the strong legs pumped. She wasn’t even breathing hard, although some drool did drop from her bitgag. It splashed down on her breasts and legs, a mark of her ponygirl role. On the last turn Bella put on some speed, showing that, even though she wasn’t the youngest ponygirl there, the others would really have to work to keep up. This was one beautiful, graceful and in shape ponygirl.

And then she crumbled in a heap.

Bella cried out from behind the bitgag and she fell to the left. For a moment no one moved and just stared in shock. Bella’s screams were not the kind anyone wanted to hear, something had gone horribly wrong. Lucas was the first to recover hopping out of the cart’s seat, then Lady Ashley running to her side. Gently they turned her over.

Bella’s ankle swelled up and she continued to scream. Lucas ripped the headharness off of her and unbound her arms while Lady Ashley tried to assess the damage, her fingers lightly touching the affected area. Bella’s whitened eyes radiated panic.

‘It’s alright, baby, it’s alright,’ Lucas soothed her. He glanced at Lady Ashley hoping that she would confirm that, but her neutral expression didn’t reveal anything.

‘I’m sorry, master,’ Bella said between painful breaths. ‘I’m so sorry.’

‘Forget that,’ Lucas said. ‘You’re going to be fine.’

A crowd of doms started to gather, along with some ponygirls. It was hard to see since I was still in the center of the track, but through the legs I caught Lady Ashley bending over Bella’s ankle.

‘Maybe it’s just sprained,’ she said.

‘Sprained?’ Bella said. ‘Well it sure feels like – Oh fuck! Fuck!’

Lady Ashley had removed Bella’s shoe, which in turn caused Bella’s cursed-filled reaction. Not only was the ankle swollen, but now everyone could see that the top portion of the foot was affected as well. Bella wasn’t going to be putting any weight on that limb for quite some time.

‘Is it broken?’ Lucas asked.

‘I don’t know,’ Lady Ashley said. ‘But sprained or broken, she needs a hospital.’

Immediately Lucas swept Bella up in his arms, carrying her away.

‘But master!’ Bella said. ‘You can’t take me to the hospital dressed like this!’

‘The fuck I can’t!’ Lucas said. ‘Those nurses in the emergency rooms have seen everything. The only thing that matters is you.’

Someone did toss a blanket over Bella. The last I saw she was trying to cover up her nudity as Lucas hustled her out into the night.

‘Here’s hoping that she’s alright, but where does that leave us?’ said a male dom to no one in particular. ‘We could run the race without a rabbit, but my slave was looking forward to a little pussy.’

‘Don’t worry,’ Lady Ashley said. ‘We’ve got a substitute.’ She looked right at me.

Oh, shit. Run, ponygirl. Run.




Chapter Eleven

Going The Distance

It didn’t take long for Lady Ashley to replace Bella. Nor did she have to look very far.

‘We’re having a ponygirl race tonight,’ she hissed and unhitched me from her cart. ‘And you’re the prize.’

I knew exactly what she meant by ‘prize’, but there wasn’t any slave over there that I especially wanted. Oh, don’t get me wrong, there were some nice looking female flesh that pawed the starting line, but with recovering my memories and trying to get into Nita’s interrogation, I had more important things to do. But, as Lady Ashley changed out my gear, I couldn’t help but notice that all the ponygirls were also checking me out. They had had their sights set on Bella, but now I was something new and I could almost see into each of their little SM brains.

‘Yes, they all want you,’ Lady Ashley said. ‘But not the way you think. Although, there might be a couple…’ She paused and cast a long look at the snorting, feet stamping ponygirls. ‘Where are those two? Yes, here they come now.’

Two new ponygirls were driven up, whips cracking beside their heads. The late entries. I saw them before they saw me and my legs nearly buckled. And when they did catch sight of me their lips curled even further around their bits and their eyes narrowed.

Lady Ashley chuckled. ‘Oh, yes. Our two champions. Couldn’t have a race without them now, could we? Just so you know, love, the one on the left is Olive. Ah, yes, pretty, frail Olive with the red plume. She looks fragile but don’t let that fool you. I have it on good authority that she was a reluctant beginner as far muff diving goes, but now sometimes she can’t get enough pussy. And oh, yes, Chamberlin. She’s not a full on dyke either, but when she smells pussy nothing can stop her. And don’t you just love those legs! When you go down on her and they wrap around your head… Well, maybe you’ll find out for yourself. If either of those two catch you get ready for a nice, fine lick. Either on you or on them. It’ll be their choice. They’re slaves like you, but they get to choose their reward if they both win.’

If they both win? You mean there could more than one? And I was the trophy?

‘Oh, don’t look so surprised,’ Lady Ashley soothed. ‘Others may have missed it, but I can tell none of this is new to you.’

As Lady Ashley removed the dildo-bitgag and replaced it with a more conventional thin one straight across my mouth my still returning memories told me that indeed this wasn’t the first ponygirl race I had attended - but always with a hood or mask.

Completing my transformation from show-pony to one of running fugitive, Lady Ashley cinched a buckle between my breasts. She checked the placements of the straps, then stepped back to take in my new look. ‘Yes. Yes, this isn’t your first time at a ponygirl track.’

So, if she didn’t know who I was, she suspected I was not rookie. But I still held the edge. I definitely knew it was her in the sub-basement that night. It was her who paid off the super in setting up in that little torture chamber. And she was a prime mover in my amnesia. Through her Conover had found the means for my memory loss.

‘You’re no stranger to the bit and bridle,’ Lady Ashley said, ‘but maybe there are some things to which you’re still a virgin.’

Lady Ashley held up a small, blunt copper tube. She flicked a tiny switch at the broad-based flat end and a light glowed green. ‘Excellent. Your wireless signal is in sync with the others.’ She snapped the device to the crotch strap, then shoved it up into my slick pussy. ‘Now you show us what you got! If you don’t…’

She led me over to the ponygirls. They all once more eyed me, especially Chamberlin and Olive. Yes, yes, I get it. I could be their little twat sucker, their prize pussy -

Aw fuck! A shock up my cunt! I jumped and screamed behind the bitgag.

‘Just a little taste if you decide to sand bag the race,’ said a smug Lady Ashley as the light of sadism shone in her eyes. ‘Of course, all you have to do is outrun all these magnificent, in terrific shape sprinters. If they don’t come within two feet of you, no shock. But if they do…’

She jerked me back toward the ponygirls. It was so fast I couldn’t resist. A fire lit up my pussy and I jerked at the leash held firm in Lady Ashley’s tight fist. I danced at the end of my tether, screaming through the bitgag and, at last, with a light laugh, Lady Ashley allowed some distance from the others. I stood panting through the gag, filled with nothing but hatred for that cunt.

‘Oh, yes, we have found a virgin experience, haven’t we? Now strut, my gee gee. Strut. Legs up. That’s good. Prove to those other ponygirls that you’re worth catching.’

I had no choice but to high step in front of the others then Lady Ashley led me about a hundred feet down the track away from the starting line. The ponygirls behind me stamped and snorted even more, eager for the race, or should I say, chase, to start. But I guess I didn’t move fast enough because another quick shock ran up my pussy and I jumped forward. Lady Ashley held up a small remote. Her wicked grin told me that even if I did outrun the others she still held control over my twat.

‘Alright, my gee gee,’ she said. ‘Let’s just see what you’re really made of.’ She mounted the light, single seat cart, took up the reins, placed a golden whistle between her lips, and let out a single, long shrill.

I bolted. Maybe I shouldn’t have sprinted out so fast, maybe I should have saved my strength, but the memory of those shocks up my pussy caused my legs to pump like crazy. I had a head start, but as I rounded the first corner I heard from the cheering doms spread around the track that I had opened up even more of a lead.

Up down, up down, my legs pistoned. But already my heart pounded, my breathing labored. As I came out of the turn and headed into the back stretch I caught snippets from the doms that the field behind me was gaining, and Olive and Chamberlin led the way.

‘Move, move! Get your ass in gear!’ Lady Ashley exhorted.

Dust kicked up behind my boots and I hoped it would hide me from my pursuers, like a runaway from a chain-gang, perhaps make them think that I was just too far ahead. But everyone behind me knew just where I was going, and my dust trail only served to remind them that I was only just mere yards away. The more of my dust that covered them told them that they were just that much more closer.

About halfway down the backstretch I got my first shock. An intermittent, faint buzz that spurred me on in a burst of speed, desperate to not let it happen again. I rounded into the last, wide turn and I heard the other ponygirls’ feet pounding, their own heavy breaths. Another shock, longer this time, and I screamed through the bitgag, ignoring the burn in my heaving chest, the now leaden weight of my legs. Keep going, keep going! Don’t let…them…catch…you!

We turned out into the stretch and suddenly, there was Olive, her plume bent backwards. My pussy turned to fire and I almost lost my stride, but recovered as Olive surged well past me and the shocks stopped. But only for a moment as Chamberlin ran past too, her long, strong legs eating up the yards. From behind her bit I caught a trace of a smile as she probably anticipated my mouth on her wet hole. The others were catching up too, but I willed myself forward, to stay ahead of the rest. Finally, I panted across the finish line and fell face forward into the soft dirt. The rest of the field passed and more shocks went off inside, but they were brief as the others couldn’t check their speed before they got well beyond me in my ruin.

Two pairs of male hands unhitched me from the cart and I was dragged off the track. I shivered on the grass. The doms gathered around, some amazed that I had done so well on such short notice. It was obvious that I wasn’t in as good of shape as the others but, in spite of that, I had run very well. And I also heard Olive and Chamberlin whooping it up in the distance, exulting in their victory and at what they would have me do. But things got quiet as a familiar voice cut through all the babble.

‘What the hell is she doing out here?’

Marlena. She came stomping in and everyone kind of backed away.

‘Get up. Get up!’ she yelled at me. My sight was blurred, but Marlena’s anger was easy to see. She grabbed the remote from Lady Ashley and sent shock after shock to my pussy until I struggled to stand on quaking legs. ‘I’ve been looking for this slave. She’s needed.’

‘Now hold on,’ Lady Ashley said. ‘She’s still got things to do here.’ She nodded over to Olive and Chamberlin who were licking their lips from behind their bitgags.

‘I don’t care,’ Marlena said. ‘They’ve won? Then give them your own pussy. It wouldn’t be the first time for you or for them going down on each other.’ Marlena hooked a leash onto the front ring of my collar. ‘But this little cunt is getting interrogated.’

Lady Ashley snatched at my leash, or more like a desperate lunge. ‘You can’t just swoop in and take her,’ Lady Ashley said. ‘Just because you want her for a little game of your own.’

Marlena drew the leash back from Lady Ashley’s grasping hand and dragged me away. I stumbled behind her and Marlena called over her shoulder ‘This isn’t any fucking game. And if you know what’s good for you, you won’t blow it off like you did our meeting earlier.’ She yanked on my leash once more. ‘But this little twat is getting put to the Question.’

***

Marlena didn’t take me back to the big house. Eventually she unclipped my leash and forced me to go ahead of her. The rod in my pussy shocked me each time I went in a wrong direction.

‘Not that way!’ Marlena said. ‘Not back toward the house. You think you’re getting some soft bed and hard cock? Hard cock maybe, but it’s the bomb shelter for you. We know about your spying in the iron maiden. Nita cracked and told us all about Francesca’s little scheme. Leaving the iron maiden opened proved it. So Francesca is getting dealt with right now. But you! With you it’s about time we started getting some straight answers.’

Her thumb pressed the remote, the shocks burned my pussy and I staggered ahead, my actions reinforced like some pavlovian dog. Eventually I leaned against a shed and the splintered wood boards scratched my skin. I didn’t care, nor did I care that the shed’s size was little more than an outhouse. A small, still rational part of me did think that this was probably the entrance to the ‘bomb shelter’, and that small part was proven right when Marlena strolled up and pushed me ahead of her on the top landing. Small, red light bulbs overhead, strung together with thin wire, led down so far that I couldn’t see the bottom of the stairs. I turned to Marlena and my questioning expression served only to infuriate her even more.

‘Get down there!’ she said. ‘You fucking deserve this, and you know it.’ She shoved my shoulder and I nearly tumbled downwards. Marlena gasped, suddenly aware that because of her anger I could really get hurt, but her quick reflexes caught my harness from behind. Her hand tight on the strap, she didn’t let go as we descended and I thought of how Lawrence had been chosen to conduct the interrogation; good thing too because Marlena’s emotions were too high and led to dangerous reactions. Whatever Nita revealed under Lawrence’s questioning obviously did nothing to relieve that anger. If anything, it made Marlena only worse and after several steps I glimpsed back, wondering if Marlena could start behaving like the dom she should be. What I found wasn’t encouraging: her lips were set in a grim, straight line, the red light casting her in a beautifully demonic glow and hinting at barely suppressed rage. Behind her, way back at the top of the stairs, not so much full of rage of her own as anxiousness, Lady Ashley quickly followed with Olive and Chamberlin. They caught up to us at the bottom of the stairs.

‘You brought those two?’ Marlena said.

‘They gave each other long looks before the race,’ Lady Ashley said. ‘And I’ve never seen Olive and Chamberlin run so hard. There’s something going on here. Perhaps a secret shared history. They might prove worth having around.’

‘Or give you some leverage, depending on what we find out,’ Marlena said. ‘You’re always one for playing the angles.’

‘Like you know nothing about that.’

Marlena was silent. It was dark at the bottom of the stairs, but Marlena’s hard to see expression left no doubt that she bit off a nasty reply.

We walked about another ten feet and came to a large steel door, like the kind for a bank vault, that stood partway open. In spite of its size, Marlena easily swung it open the rest of the way, and shoved me forward. I stumbled through, into an open, large, well lit space. Not dank and dark, like one might expect with how deep we were underground. No, this was well ventilated, with plenty of room, in fact, lots of room, to swing a whip. Large and heavy dungeon equipment was spread throughout and one still didn’t feel crowded. Two wide hallways led off to the left and right into smaller rooms. In one was a large, four poster bed; silver rings gleamed and light chains hung from each corner. Through the other hallway was a kitchenette, but also fitted out for SM play. A chain dangled down beyond one end of a table, to hang a slave by while the dom ate a leisurely meal in a comfortable, padded chair. Opposite of that a spare, wooden chair, with a slightly curved dildo in the middle of the seat, awaited to impale the lucky slave who might sit and eat with the dom. For those not lucky enough to sit, a pair of doggy dishes sat on the floor in a corner near the oven.

Again, the whole place seemed familiar to me, and I was just about to really recognize it when Marlena broke into my thoughts.

‘This is an old fall out shelter,’ she said. ‘The previous owners dug it out. Of course, improvements were made.’

From the far wall a riveted steel door with a thin observation panel clanged open and Parnell emerged. Beyond was another hallway, this one narrow, lined with identical steel doors. I gaped at it all and wondered about the cost involved. Conover owned Club Odalisque and The Ninth Circle, and then converted them to an SM sanctuary that sadists and masochists only dreamed about. And, not satisfied with that, had an old air raid shelter expanded with an additional wing? What kind of power and wealth did Conover command? And then I remembered the brownstone and the money stuffed in the drawer.

Parnell accepted the remote from Marlena and directed me down the hallway to an open steel door at the far end. Beyond was a room with no doubt of its function; a torture chamber, yet still big enough to comfortably fit several people. Within Nita lay stretched out on a rack. Her body gleamed in sweat, her hair was likewise soaked and her vacant eyes stared at the ceiling. Nita’s body was striped in red, angry whipmarks, and a red ballgag separated her lips. I wondered how much information they had wrung out of her before stopping that mouth. Ranya stood next to Nita, stroking her brow.

‘You did very well,’ Ranya said softly. ‘You held out a lot longer than anyone here would have thought. But now game time is over. We already know everything. We just need you to confirm it all. Just do that and you’ll get a reward. Just nod your head. See that slave over…my god.’

Ranya gave me a long look. She recognized me. How could she not? I was the slave at her restaurant that invoked the name Conover. I was the one that gave everyone there the shakes. Much to her credit, aside from her single ‘my god’, Ranya quickly gathered herself back together and once again became the self-assured dom.

‘Now, Nita, dear Slave Nita, see that slave over there? She’s the one, isn’t she?’

Nita’s eyes slowly swung over to me. They widened and she screamed from behind the ballgag, horrified.

Ranya quickly covered Nita’s eyes, turned her head away. ‘It’s alright, it’s alright,’ she soothed. ‘She can’t hurt you. You’re safe now.’ Ranya kept her hand across Nita’s eyes and swung her own head to a darkened corner. ‘Is that good enough for you?’

From the shadows Lawrence emerged. Stripped to a pair of black bikini briefs, his broad chest, narrow waist and strong legs held my eyes like a magnet. I already knew what a magnificent cock he had and on seeing the rest of the package I just about fainted. But an old fashioned Victorian style swoon wasn’t in the cards; even if I did faint Parnell or Marlena or just about anyone else there would have slapped me awake because suddenly I was the center of attention. Lawrence strode around the rack, a short, coiled whip in hand. Sweat covered him too, but the type that said he wasn’t even close to exhaustion, the type that glowed with menace.

Lawrence traced the whip down my body, much like he did at the meet and greet reception and I shivered. What was it about this man that frightened and turned me on at the same time? For his part, Lawrence gave no clue that he already knew me. In fact, he did just about all the little things one might do to make sure that everyone there knew this was the first time we met face to face; a little pause while taking in my body, a narrowing of the eyes, even a slight tilt of the head. Why? Unless Lawrence wasn’t what he claimed to be, a newcomer to the scene. I recalled the doms’ meeting and now Lawrence’s acceptance of the role of chief interrogator and master torturer seemed just a little too easy. Lawrence brought the whip under my chin, raised my head and I looked him in the eye. No, this wasn’t his first go round in a dungeon. He had hid it well, but I knew, even if the others didn’t. Most of them made no sign that the power had subtly shifted in the room; only Ranya blinked a few times at Lawrence’s apparently sudden confidence, but she said nothing, perhaps worried that maybe they had allowed a wolf in sheep’s clothing into their little circle. But when he spoke all of my doubt vanished.

‘Yes, I’m done with that slave,’ Lawrence said, nodding at Nita, then he noticed my ponygirl get up and smiled; one full of confidence that no matter what kind of external or internal shields I threw up, he would break through and get what he wanted. Lawrence brought the whip up to my bulging cheek. I trembled at the touch of leather on my face and Lawrence’s smile only got bigger, knowing that already I was under his spell. ‘You make such a lovely ponygirl,’ he said, in an oddly familiar way.

Alarms screeched inside me. What the hell? Had I slaved to this man more than once? Of course, there was Le Fouet Enroule, but that was a brief encounter. But the way he said that I made such a lovely ponygirl, something told me that there were many, many more dungeon tales between us.

He leaned in, wrapped strong arms around my bound body and I began to shake. No, no, too close! This man knew too much about me that I didn’t know, or would admit to myself. No, we hadn’t just met at the restaurant; we already knew each other, intimately. We had had encounters, even if we hadn’t known each others’ identity. No wonder I dreaded and craved his touch. The sudden remembrance and close physical contact drove me into a panic and only his same strong hug that had activated a long pent up fright prevented outright panic. But then he whispered, and his soft voice of iron touched my psyche, released almost all the last blocks of memory. And while a storm of terror tossed inside me, still I felt a safe harbor in his arms even though my blood ran cold and my pussy, oh, my pussy lit up like fire.

‘So, it’s you. I am pleased. I love you. And now I must break you.’




Chapter Twelve

Rebirth

Although it was a big room, more than big enough to comfortably hold all the doms from the upstairs meeting and several slaves, most didn’t stick around for long.

‘This slave will respond better in a more…intimate setting,’ Lawrence said.

‘Why am I not surprised that you would say that?’ Ranya said.

‘If nothing else, the time at your restaurant would have given you a clue. That wasn’t what one might call intimate, and yet you managed to extract some information out of her. If there weren’t so many people there who knows what you might have found out?’

Ranya narrowed her eyes. ‘So, you’re not as much a SM virgin as we’ve thought.’

Lawrence chuckled, completely at ease. ‘Now, now. I’ve never pretended to be totally new to all this. Before you swept me up I had already tied up my ex-wife, and been taught how to use this.’ He held up the whip and lightly ran it across my cheek. ‘I’ve whipped this slave before; an interrogation at a certain restaurant. A most wonderful blind date.’

‘I’m sure not taking credit for that,’ Ranya quickly said. ‘I got a text ordering me to set up the date. A text from Conover. And we all know we do what Conover says. And also especially not take credit for something that was Conover’s idea.’

The underlying fear from the dom meeting upstairs returned. I could almost smell it through the leather scent of the bitgag in my mouth.

‘Conover,’ Lawrence mused. ‘That name keeps coming up. Interesting that Conover holds such terror for all of you. Same thing happened at Le Fouet Enroule.’ He clapped his hands together once. ‘Everyone out, except for a few people.’

The ‘few people’ included Marlena, Parnell, Ranya, Lorenz, Olive, Chamberlin, a newly freed from the rack Nita and Lady Ashley. When Conover’s name came up Lady Ashley quickly scanned the room, like she expected Conover to leap out from the shadows. The arrogance that came with power seemed rattled and, obviously changing her mind about staying, tried to slip out the door.

‘Oh, no, you stay too,’ Lawrence called. ‘You’re as much involved in this as anyone else. We found out a couple new things about you. Like how Conover ordered you to somehow deliver a certain envelope to a certain slave.’ He pointed to a wrung out Nita, still trying to catch her breath on the floor and made a mouthing hand gesture. Nita had talked and whatever she said had obviously implicated Lady Ashley.

That was her? Lady Ashley was at the restaurant and slipped that key card into my clutch?

Lady Ashley wasn’t so easily cowed as Ranya. ‘Yes, I was under orders from Conover. We’ve all learned no matter how bizarre, we follow orders. I saw an opportunity at the restaurant and took it. So, since you already know then what’s the sense of my staying?’

‘Because you’re a wannabe mover and shaker. You like setting things up so you can watch slaves suffer.’

‘No secret there,’ Lady Ashley said.

‘So now watch how you’re little set up from the sub-basement that night finishes.’

Now that Lady Ashley’s involvement in the preparation of the sub-basement wasn’t a dark secret any longer more than one set of eyes widened. Namely, Marlena’s and Parnell’s.

‘You?’ Marlena said. ‘You’re the one that set up all that?’

‘No, she’s not,’ Lorenz said, speaking up for the first time and definitely not happy to see me again. ‘But she’s near the center. Just like you and Parnell.’

‘Us?’ Parnell said.

‘Oh, shut up,’ Lady Ashley said. ‘You’re both in it up to your tits.’

Everyone else did get out, Lady Ashley acting as crowd control. Through the doorframe to the torture chamber we all watched as she swung the heavy steel door shut with a soft boom. For a moment the entire dungeon stood silent. Like after an air raid, it was so quiet we might as well have been the only people left in the world.

***

They didn’t put me on the rack. Looking back, when they finally did, I greeted that as a welcomed relief. No, to kick things off they strung me up, not by my thumbs, but what they did to the rest of me was almost as deliciously evil.

I hung there, straining under my own weight, the bitgagged removed, with my feet totally off the floor. Lawrence approached, a soft suede cat dangling from his left hand. His right held a short, double-bladed quirt.

He pinwheeled the cat and the blades came closer with each revolution. I had taken much worse before (the pussy whipping at Club Odalisque, the interrogation in the Light of Truth at Le Fouet Enroule) but the sound of the air swishing through the blades, the slow approach caused me to tense up in anticipation of the initial strike. Already, I was ready to talk, tell them everything I remembered, of who was behind all this, even if no one there believed me. In fact, the confession was on my lips when Lawrence got close enough to whisper.

‘Trust.’

Suddenly my jaw locked, like I had been gagged. Only when gagged you can still make noises, still move lips to communicate somewhat, somehow get your message heard. Not now. What happened before with Lorenz just outside the sub-basement happened again, only this time I was rendered absolutely noiseless. I wanted to confess, I wanted to! But a mental wall rose up and the more I struggled to speak, or even groan, only led to a deeper battle of two internal wills. One part wanted to sing like a bird, but the other part fought back and, right now, it was by far the stronger. I glanced around the room, tried to look for help from someone, anyone. All I got was anticipation of my coming confession, except from two people.

Lawrence of course, the one who had activated the mental trigger. The other was Lorenz, the bastard who had first triggered it that night at the sub-basement. He stood back from the others and his attitude shouted volumes that he knew exactly what had happened, how I suddenly couldn’t speak. I don’t know what that fucker did but whatever it was he was involved in it all the way. He looked from me to Lawrence and slightly nodded his head as if to confirm everything was alright.

Lawrence leaned in close and gave me a tiny smile. His lips pursed and he kissed me, a quick thing, like a secret shared just between us. He backed away and I breathed fast and deep, spittle flying out from between my teeth as the only expression allowed of my anger and desperation.

The doms interpreted my silence as defiance, so that only gave Lawrence an excuse to pretend that I was playing hard to get. And the rest of those desperate doms played right into that.

The pinwheeling blades struck a nipple and my eyes bugged out, my lips separated to show grit teeth, but I could…not…speak.

The leather blades retreated. Lady Ranya forced my legs apart, locked a steel spreader bar to my ankles. Lawrence didn’t use the cat now, instead relying on his fingers to spread my pussy lips, search around until he found my clitoris. And pinched.

Oh god! The pressure increased. Tears formed in my eyes. I managed to actually open my mouth but nothing, nothing came out. My neck strained, tendons standing out as I fought the mysterious, unyielding conditioning. Oh, fuck, oh jesus! Please, please let me confess!

Lawrence let go and my mouth clamped shut.

‘Alright, since she’s not answering, we might as well fill that useless hole,’ Lady Ranya said. ‘Teach her that because she won’t talk then we’ll just use her however we like until she does.’

‘That kind of defeats the purpose of the interrogation,’ Parnell said.

‘She’s not about to just give up the answers we want,’ Marlena said. ‘She’s too stubborn. No, she needs to be broken and I, for one, don’t want slave spit all over me.’

Like I said, they all played right into Lawrence’s hands. They gagged me. My mouth was filled with a huge leather plug attached to an elaborate muzzle headharness. The square, outside panel of the plug covered half of my lower face while the straps that held it all in place surrounded my head like a supple cage. I couldn’t confess now even if whatever spell I was under was removed. I was nothing more than a slave without any option left to stop what was happening just like -

Just like a real slave.

Again, something tripped inside me and my body heat rose about a hundred degrees. My pussy ran like a river. I was a slave! And nothing I might do could change that. It was real. All too real. At last.

At last?!

Lawrence whipped me again. No gentle tease of a pinwheeling arc now, but full on thumps with the cat, then little nasty stings with the quirt - on my tits, ass, pussy, even on the tiny exposed parts of my face. I felt no fear from a stray blade hitting my eyes, Lawrence was too good for that. His skill was by no means that of a mere beginner. As he grunted with each swing of the cat, as his own sweat began to run down his wonderfully handsome body, the other doms watched him in admiration as he methodically turned me into nothing more than a sculpture of red stripes and dark bruises. The slaves Olive, Nita and Chamberlin watched in fascinated horror at the amount of punishment I bore, the look on each one plainly asking if they could also endure this deep a level of submission. Through it all I hung there, arms and legs spread in a limbo of ever mounting pain. Pain that reminded me I was completely helpless, at his mercy, which only reinforced my descent into a hell of ecstatic pleasure. Pleasure in that at last I experienced a true helplessness. Bliss. Absolute bliss.

At last, one final big swing forced a stifled groan from my throat. Little wispy tendrils of soaked hair hung in front of my eyes. My whole body ached with a warm glow and I ascended to slave heaven.

‘Shit, she’s in subspace,’ Marlena said. ‘Just look at those eyes. How are we going to get her to confess now?’

‘Take her out of it,’ Lorenz suggested and his own eyes gleamed in vengeful cruelty. ‘Show her that we can send her there, and then drag her back whenever we want.’

Lawrence gave me that secret smile again. ‘No,’ he said. ‘That’s not how you do it with this one.’

All the doms looked at each other, confusion evident.

‘What are you saying?’ Marlena asked. ‘After only one other time with this slave, how the hell do you know how to take her down?’ Her eyes narrowed. ‘Have you been lying to us?’

Lawrence returned Marlena’s stare and simply said, ‘Yes.’

That got a few of the doms going.

‘What the fuck!’ Lady Ranya said. ‘Just who the hell are you?’

‘Who do you think?’ He signed for Lady Ranya and Marlena to release me. When they hesitated Lawrence cracked the whip, loud. ‘Move your fuckin’ asses!’

They moved, all their dominant confidence vanished, now just a pair of helpers, slave like in their following of orders. Parnell just stood rooted to the spot, in shock.

Ranya and Marlena released me from the bonds. They carried me under both arms, my feet dragging on the floor, and hoisted me onto the rack. It wasn’t the usual kind that’s used in the movies, for stretching someone out. It could do that, but this one had two sturdy planks for the legs that could be cranked apart, allowing full access to the tortured slave’s genitals.

Lady Ashley was the first dom to recover her wits and took charge for the moment, passing off the reins of Nita, Olive and Chamberlin to Marlena and Lady Ranya. Yet, her eyes constantly strayed to Lawrence and the coiled whip in his hand. She strapped my body down, arms tight together beyond my head, and cranked the thin wooden beams apart. The click click click of a handcrank spread my legs wide. Like a curious cat she inspected my crotch, sniffing. Her tongue emerged but stopped just beyond my pussy. She hesitated and glanced at Lawrence, who nodded in permission. Her tongue flicked across my pussy, just for a brief second, just long enough to make sure I was slick. Her lips smacked in satisfaction then she came around to stand beside me. She unbuckled the headharness and pulled out the leather plug with a soft plop then removed her leather gloves. Bare fingers stroked away the sweat from my brow and the tears from my eyes.

‘She’s primed…s-sir,’ Lady Ashley said. A nervous hand reached for the nearest tit. Instead of a pinch, she softly caressed and teased the nipple into maintaining its full on erection. I would have moaned in pleasure, but instead it came out like a croak.

Lady Ashley said to Lawrence, ‘What is your will?’

Lawrence cast aside the whip. Parnell reached out and snatched it, coiling it with a narrow eye that said he also wanted to use it on me. He even drew back his arm, ready to lash me across my stomach, but Lawrence held up a hand, stopping him. Instead of more whipping Lawrence took up position inside my legs, his ramrod cock out with a slight upward curl. He leaned forward over my body and whispered, ‘You’ve been begging for this since we met. Time for you to find out if it’s everything you’ve dreamed.’

He didn’t ram me. Instead, Lawrence’s deft fingers spread my slick pussy lips and that cock of his slowly slid in. Like butter. A slow thrust, then another and another and I started to climb. But something was wrong. Sure, I was building to a slow climax, but way back, in the furthest, darkest corners of my mind, little by little, a doubt skulked into the harsh light of consciousness. As Lawrence skillfully teased me into what I thought was a frustrating edge-of-orgasm-and-leave-me-there, I realized that my amnesiac blocks, those last shreds of psychological conditioning, were put in place just for such a case. The closer I got to orgasm, and what I thought was my breaking point, the more resistive my mind would become. I wasn’t about to break down and confess. No, if anything just the opposite. And I couldn’t do a goddam thing about it. Not while the block was active. Only Lawrence could release me, allow me to do what was right.

Lawrence straightened, his hips pounding, those strong legs and thin waist driving deeper, deeper into me. His cock was hot, hard and long; a magnificent piece of natural engineering that so many men before him had used to bring down and lay bare so many willing women, reducing them to wanton creatures no matter their place in life, either proper posh ladies or sex starved sluts. And it was no different with me.

My hips moved. Not much because of the tie down straps, but enough to show I responded to his attentions. Lawrence smiled, his eyes little slits that told me he was just getting started. He leaned down, far enough to kiss me on my lower lip. Teeth grabbed the soft tissue, pulled my lip away, exposed my own teeth, but didn’t loosen my clamped shut jaw. Lawrence kissed me again, full on both lips and, at last, my mouth moved a little, just enough to accept his tongue and his wet, slow swirls. But when he pulled back I shut tight again. I groaned deep in my throat.

‘Just relax,’ he whispered. ‘Just allow yourself to become what you’ve longed for.’

What I’ve longed for? What the hell did he mean by that?

‘Let me give you what you want.’

What I want? What do I want? What the hell do I want? And again, deep inside my mind, I knew that if I had the courage to confront that the truth would come pouring out.

Lawrence’s nimble hands caressed down the sides of my sweaty head, my neck, skipped lightly over my breasts, tweaked the erect nipples, and then dove down between my legs. A finger gently lifted my clit hood. Like a switch that had suddenly been thrown, all my muscles strained, ridges standing out in the dim light. My throat grunted in frustration again and my head slammed back against the rack. Sensitive! So sensitive. I was on fucking fire and Lawrence just splashed even more gas inside me. My ears rang, my vision narrowed. Oh, god! Oh GOD!

‘Who?’ Marlena said. ‘Who is Conover?’

Please, let me cum.

No. Not allowed.

They all gathered around, staring down with ravenous eyes, eyes that reflected their own sexual hunger. Marlena, Parnell, Nita, Chamberlin, Olive, Lady Ashley, Lady Ranya. They all wanted me, they all wanted what they thought I had.

No limits.

Lawrence shifted his hand, tweaked my clit just so and my hands clenched into tight fists. His cock paused then drew back and rammed me like a bull.

Aw fuck! Fuck me, fuck me!

‘Who is Conover?’ Parnell said straight into my ear. I could barely hear him over the pounding of blood.

‘Tell us,’ Ranya intoned, a light finger tracing along my cheek.

‘Tell us,’ Marlena demanded, her nails digging into my breast.

‘Please, tell us,’ Olive begged, her mouth now suckling my other breast. Then each of the other slaves, Nita and Chamberlin, took their turns, mouths wet, tongues eager.

‘Arrrggg!’ At last, sound!

‘Stop playing games,’ Lady Ashley shouted. She slapped me and my face wrenched to the side. ‘Confess you little piece of shit! Conover. Give us Conover!’

Want to cum! Need to cum!

No. Not allowed.

Lawrence didn’t let up, his cock pounded, pounded, pounded away like he could go on forever, like I could take it forever. Just split me, just use me like a slave. Hot. So hot. My own heart pounded. My ears roared. Can’t…can’t go on…

All the yelling, screaming voices morphed into one, demanding blare. I couldn’t tell who was who anymore.

‘Who is Conover?’

‘Who is Conover?’

The pressure built, threatened to tear me apart. I wanted to tell them! I wanted to! I wanted to…CUM!

NO! NOT ALLOWED!

‘Conover! Conover!’

Cum, cum, cum!

Body wanting to detonate. My mind ready to explode. I needed to tell them!

Need, need.

I’ll tell you what you need, you little cunt!

No! I’ll decide. It’s…my…choice!

‘Give it up you bitch!’

‘Talk slut!’

‘Conover!’

‘CONOVER!’

Save me! Oh, god, someone!

‘Awwwrence!’ I croaked shouted. Awwwrence!’

Lawrence came. His magnificent bounty jetted into me, stream after hot stream. More and more and more.

My body turned nuclear. A mass of energy set loose, tearing me limb from limb. A star gone nova that consumed my entire existence, at last unloosed, chaos so intense, so full of pleasure, and pain, that I was ready to die. But I didn’t. Lawrence was the pain, I was the pleasure, then I was the pain and he the pleasure. Pain pleasure was all.

Pain, pleasure. Together they told me that I was nowhere near death. And I never felt more alive.

And with life, life that intense, the last of my mental blocks fell away, shattered into so many pieces, like my life. Scattered, but not disconnected. Like that time I stood and stared at nothing on the corner, like how I had tried to put the pieces back together over these past weeks. They reintegrated, became complete, but not like before. I could never wholly again become what I was; I had changed, although some parts still remained the same.

My screams bounced off the walls. Deep-throated, blood-curdling, yet full of release, of self-punishment. Everyone stood back, gave me space to vent, to allow my inner demons to escape from my strained throat and fly about the room. Their shocked expressions told of what they had set loose and if they had driven me to insanity. Yes, I was insane - the orgasm was so deep, so long, that anyone could have reasonably thought that here was a woman over the edge. But that was the furthest thing from the truth. If anything, of all the people there, I was the most sane.

At last my orgasm, that natural blessing and curse that brought me finally to self-awareness, experienced its own death, but the vestiges remained deep inside me, sated for now until I called on them once more in chaotic rebirth. But for now things were calm, and in that serenity I found my voice.

‘Conover,’ I said, and lifted my head, looked straight in the eyes of an exhausted Lawrence. Through great gulps of air I said, ‘Master. Conover. Master.’




Chapter Thirteen

Conover Is

Lawrence sprawled across my stomach and tits. His exhausted heaves subsided and, with great care, Chamberlin, Nita and Olive gently drew him off my body. His muscles had all gone limp, which made him feel even heavier on me, but also it was like none of the doms wanted to touch him, or be any closer physically more than necessary. For his part, Lawrence roused at the slaves’ touch, staggered back, and focused on me. Our eyes met again, this time full of understanding of what we were, and what we meant to each other.

Lawrence was a big part of who set all this up. But again, he wasn’t the main one. Something still deep within my mind said that yes, he was at the sub-basement that night. But he didn’t do it all alone. He had help.

Lorenz, of course. Involved and yet removed. He was a psychiatrist and the one who actually wiped out my memory, but I was smart enough to know that he couldn’t have done so without my cooperation. He was the one who set up the post-hypnotic suggestion used on me outside the sub-basement and that Lawrence later used to keep me silent. But even knowing that still didn’t answer the question of how I found him.

Through Lady Ashley. She was a dom that Nita had tried out, which is how I found her. And it explained why Nita was on Lady Ashley’s leash when they bribed the super at the sub-basement. Even though their relationship hadn’t worked out, still the draws of a past dom-sub relationship were strong. And Lady Ashley was the one who texted me, teased me to the sub-basement and kept texting me afterwards. She was there at the sub-basement and who held the reins on Olive, Nita and Chamberlin, the slaves in shadow, at least before things really got started. She was the woman who whispered in my ear from behind while Lawrence lifted and rode me like a stallion. But when she did who held the reins on the other slaves? Sure, they were all trained, but they weren’t just going to meekly stay still, especially Chamberlin. The slightest opening and Chamberlin would wreak havoc. Jesus, the heat, the anger just never stopped blazing from her eyes! Someone else had to be there, if nothing else just to keep Chamberlin in line.

And then I realized Chamberlin wasn’t directing her anger at me, but at the dom who lifted me off the rack and tossed my wet, sticky body over his shoulder.

In spite of his uncertainty earlier, Parnell now didn’t miss a step. ‘Stop it!’ he barked at Chamberlin. ‘Start being the woman that I know you are.’

Chamberlin recoiled. Like a physical slap her face turned red in embarrassment. Just in that little moment, for all to see, it was shown that Parnell was the only one that could provide the mastery Chamberlin required, demanded. Because of that Chamberlin loved him and also hated him because he didn’t always give her his full attention. Her misted eyes tracked us and as the three slaves’ leashes were once more collectively taken in hand Chamberlin strained at her collar to follow. But Marlena, Parnell’s wife, was the dom who controlled them and her hand once again was strong and unyielding.

Marlena. She was the other dom in the sub-basement. Parnell was there too, lurking back in the shadows, while Marlena kept a tight grip on the three slaves, shushing them when they spoke. The three of them were witnesses to my submission, participated in their own way, because they were the ones who helped lead me to this moment. I had a past with each one, filled with equal measures of loving intimacy and hateful turmoil.

They were a part of me, and what we had shared at the end of the leash would never vanish. We had all together taken those frightened, tentative steps into a life of submission, supported each other when the demands almost got to be too much, and each settled on our own level of surrender, some passionate, others more serene but no less intense. And with our each individual levels of slavery there developed amongst us a pecking order.

They all found doms rather quickly. Almost as quickly they grew dissatisfied and cast them off, searching for the one master that would bring them ultimate fulfillment. I took the longest, playing with the occasional would-be partner, but going lone wolf for long stretches in between. Oh, the doms I played with were all competent enough, but there was no spark, no passion. Not until I found Lawrence. He was the only one with the potential to take me down, down, down.

As I delved into submission the others got more jealous with the depths of my slavery. I left each one behind until only I remained at the top (or bottom as it were) of our little slave hierarchy. Then began the resentment and that, in turn, brought my own response, to show those bitches just what real slavery, total submission, looked and felt like.

How to do that? What could I do to bring those little twats down to a depth of which they never dreamed?

Conover. I created the Conover persona, sold it to them as real and installed myself as First Slave Mistress. And as First Slave I ‘relayed’ the orders from Conover. Then getting even more bold, disguised myself as Conover behind a loose hood mask and carried out the punishments. It wasn’t easy, but I teased them along and soon they were crawling sluts.

One by one I lured them. They placed their full trust in me and, under Conover’s ‘orders’, I brought each to Lawrence for his master training, made sure they were used well. As Conover I always hid my identity of course, but I also put a hood or mask on the others so that Lawrence would think of them as just slave flesh and not develop any kind of emotional bonding with them. And when Lawrence reached their limits and wouldn’t go any further, I pushed them beyond. I brought them to my level, my intensity, to try and experience it through others because Lawrence at first refused to take me there. Oh, I got so pissed off at him!

So I kept pushing him, wanting to show him what a real slave was, really make him take me down. Through Conover I arranged for our ‘training’ sessions, and in slave persona I always greeted him in a full, locked on punishment hood. Not until almost too late did I realize that whatever reluctance Lawrence had showed in the past to the others was because he knew they couldn’t take him full on as a master. Myself, on the other hand, I had never reached my limits. But I thought I was ready.

We had one final meeting in the basement of Club Odalisque. I went in my Conover disguise with Olive as my go between without any identity hiding hood or mask. I figured that after my plan worked Lawrence wouldn’t even want to look at another slave so I allowed him to see Olive. Sweet, serene Olive, of whom I was so jealous, whom I tormented by cutting off her beautiful hair just to enhance her humiliation at this last meeting. Prior to the meeting I texted Ranya, told her to play matchmaker with the ultimate goal of Lawrence ‘finding’ me. I even had Lorenz wipe my memory so that I could experience it all brand new. Only I didn’t just forget all the set ups I had agonized over to accomplish my goal. I didn’t consciously know it, but I really didn’t want to remember - anything.

And my subconscious, the deep seated part of me, was only too happy to oblige.

Which is why I wound up on a street corner, blankly staring into space, carried off by the EMT’s and now carried off by Parnell.

In the main room Parnell slid me off his shoulder and a woman’s hands took charge. Francesca led me to the bathroom where she soaped, scrubbed, shampooed and completely cleansed the detritus of the interrogation. I didn’t help her and I didn’t resist either. I just stood still, the warm water running down my head, shoulders, front and back. Not until Francesca knelt down to scour my legs did I notice angry red marks striping her back. With a supreme effort my fingernail traced along one of them. Francesca grimaced, the red area still sore to even the slightest touch.

For a moment she gripped my leg, water splashing over her bare back, hanging on until the fire subsided. She finished the cleansing of my legs, then slowly straightened up. As she looked at me I finally noticed her puffy, red rimmed eyes.

‘What happened?’ I breathed. ‘Someone find out about your little schemings? Who was it? What did they do?’

Francesca roused somewhat at my questions, but the proud First Slave Mistress no longer reigned supreme. In place of that stood just a slave, and a punished one at that, covered in proof of her sentence. ‘Nita talked. But I don’t blame her. No, it was all thanks to Hildee. And you. If you hadn’t shown up this weekend I wouldn’t be disgraced. As for what happened, you can see for yourself. But no one likes a snitch. Word has gotten around and no dom will collar Hildee. Lorenz was thinking about it, but not now.’

With that she toweled me dry, then quietly and securely bound and gagged me. The ropes pressed against my skin like an old friend, securing my arms, thrusting out my breasts. A crotchrope strung back and forth many times not only split my pussy but also covered my modesty. A panel headharness, complete with dildo, encircled my head and filled my mouth. The split straps that came down in front partially covered my eyes and obscured my vision while the dildo plunged deep into my throat. I fought to contain a rising, choking panic but Francesca knew her stuff; just a little adjustment with the outside straps and the pressure let up, the outside square panel still flush against my lips. But she gave me a look that said if I was bad then the whole thing could easily be tightened.

Francesca led me up the stairs, the dim, red light bulbs turning the rest of her skin crimson and for a moment partially hiding the scars on her back, like red color of hell for her was normal. Still naked, like myself, she led me outside to a quiet night. The sounds of pleasant torture that emanated from the main house and surrounding grounds earlier was noticeably absent. It was like all the suffering and pain giving energy was spent and lay dormant, perhaps gathering itself for another round but for now temporarily satisfied. A single, pale light shone inside the main house, on the second storey. Through the silent foyer our feet slapped on the cold floor, and the physical chills sent up my legs turned into chills of another kind. Francesca pulled me up the stairs, the rope leash stretched out while my resistance grew. What the hell was going on? Where was she taking me? Some tower to be locked up forever?

No. Not the tower. At least, not yet. A left hand turn at the top of the stairs, then a sharp right, and Francesca dragged me into the room. The same one where I had spied on the dom meeting. The long table was leaned on its side against the wall where the secret door was, as if to block any further attempt of someone sneaking in that way. All the chairs were gone, except one with an ornate design and flourished with a high back, positioned just off to the right side and a few feet in front of the iron maiden. Leather equipment was strewn everywhere, like the room had been used as a playspace and then hastily vacated. Now the whole set up spoke of a cross between a royal audience chamber and a courtroom. The iron maiden itself yawned open, waiting to welcome me back into its suffocating embrace.

I planted my feet. No way I wanted to go back in that thing!

Francesca pulled on my rope leash. ‘C’mon! You’re way past any shyness now.’

I refused to move so Francesca dropped the rope leash, took up position behind me and, with a hand firmly wrapped around the knotted rope between my shoulder blades, propelled me forward. The iron maiden loomed closer, threatening to consume me again, but Francesca stopped short, spun me around and kicked at the back of my knees, forcing me into a kneeling position next to the ornate chair. A hand in my hair kept my head up, my neck strained and exposed.

‘Now you just behave yourself,’ Francesca hissed. ‘You’re the one to blame for all this.’

Once more I heard the doms ascending the stairs, a heavier tread in their measured cadence. Instead of last Parnell and Marlena came in first, Marlena’s hand still firmly wrapped on Nita’s, Olive’s and Chamberlin’s trailing leashes, crawling like a pack of dogs. The other doms followed in a blatantly random order, an indication that no one now knew where they stood, unlike before when they entered the room. Last of all came Lawrence in a pair of leather pants; his chest still shiny, his stride full of confidence. They all made way for him and, without a glance at anyone else, Lawrence marched right up to the only chair in the room and sat down, like it was so natural. Without even looking my way his hand stretched forth to the side and Francesca placed my leash in the palm. Lawrence made a fist and wound it several times around, drawing me closer until I knelt right next to him.

‘All right,’ he said, matter-of-factly to the doms. ‘Any questions?’

The doms all glanced at each other, none sure they wanted to break the ice. Finally, Francesca stepped forward. Leave it to the slave when the doms were too scared.

‘What the hell with your hiding? And why the fuck are you such an asshole?’

Well, that certainly got everyone’s attention.

Lawrence didn’t lose his temper. In fact, he reacted as one who expected such a question, if not from a slave, and was ready. But first he said, quietly, ‘Thank you for asking, Slave Francesca. We need to address the elephant in the room. But also I don’t like your attitude. Didn’t your punishment teach you anything? Kneel over there. Go on. And shut up.’

Francesca paled, but she knew if she didn’t do as ordered then Lawrence had the power to make her life a living hell. And not just from play punishment. Conover’s reputation for ruining someone outside of the scene was well deserved, as I knew quite well. Francesca stepped over to the window and went into the present position, legs wide apart, palms up on her thighs. She lowered her eyes.

‘Alright, well, that has certainly got things rolling,’ Lawrence said.

‘You still haven’t answered the questions,’ Parnell said, standing in front of Lawrence. ‘Why are you such an asshole?’

‘That depends on your point of view,’ Lawrence smoothly said. ‘I suppose that with what we have here, someone has to be, otherwise things get too crazy. Without someone saying ‘stop’ then where does safety end and real danger begin?’

‘We’re all adults here,’ Marlena said. ‘We can make our own decisions on how far we want to take a play.’

‘I agree,’ Lawrence said. ‘But only partially. This place, this group of players, well, scenes get quite intense, more so than with other players out there.’ He pointed vaguely into the distance. ‘You get to a point where you lose control of your inner self. That’s when someone else has to step in and call a halt. And when the dom or slave doesn’t heed that warning that’s when things go bad. But someone has to keep their head, raise a hand and say ‘No, this is too far.’ Usually the dom or slave here and at the club are too caught up in their scene to listen. At that point that’s when you need the asshole. So, yes, that is the price we pay for all this, at the club, and here.’ His hand swept around, indicating the room, the house, the estate.

‘We can handle ourselves,’ Parnell said, voice on the rise. ‘We don’t need any spy watching our every move. Nor you throwing someone out just because you don’t like their style of play. Who made you god? For all we know you’re just some faker sent here to throw us off the trail of the real Conover.’

‘That’s right,’ Marlena said. ‘What proof do we have that you are who you say you are?’ She handed off the leashes to Ranya and stood next to Parnell. ‘Oh, sure, we’ve got a slave’s confession, but what exactly is that worth?’

‘There, see, that’s exactly what I’m talking about,’ Lawrence said. ‘What is the worth of a slave? Just as much as your own, if not more. You and Parnell have somehow got it in your heads that whatever the slave says or desires is just a bunch of shit. You’re both good doms, excellent at times, but you’ve lost track of that line between fantasy and reality. You’ve got your own reputations and believe me when I say they are not what you think they are. Just keep it up, just keep going that way, and I promise that very soon not one slave will consent to any of your plays. And let me tell you, there is nothing more pathetic than a dom who begs and cannot get a slave to play with them. If you don’t believe me just ask Olive over there.’

Marlena’s head swung toward Olive. Olive didn’t cower under Marlena’s glare, instead she held her head up. ‘It’s true,’ she said. ‘I will never play with either of you again.’

Parnell blinked in surprise while Marlena’s jaw dropped open. Now it was their faces that turned red as if they had been slapped.

‘At a restaurant you said, ‘Who cares what she wants, she’s just a slut.’ In scene that works. But you said it in public - non scene - and I definitely did not consent to that. There are other things that you did, and not just to me. Still, you’re lucky, there are a couple of slaves who want you, even if that hangs by a thread.’

She pushed Nita and Chamberlin forward. Nita’s leash was long enough so that she could crawl to Marlena’s booted feet. She bent down, kissed each and wrapped her arms around Marlena’s legs, tightly, possessively.

Lady Ashley chuckled. ‘Who owns who?’

‘Oh, my god,’ Marlena breathed. ‘I…I didn’t know.’

‘You better do right by this slave,’ Lawrence said. ‘It’s been a long time since such devotion was freely given.’

Lady Ashley tossed the leash to Marlena. She caught and fumbled with it, got a surer grip and took up the slack. Nita responded, raising her head, as if to stand up, her lips open, ready to seal her submission with a kiss.

‘Did I give you permission to stand?’ Marlena said. Her voice shook just the barest amount.

Nita stopped her movement. ‘No, mistress,’ Nita said. She slouched back down.

Marlena tugged on the leash. ‘Look up at me.’

Nita’s eyes swung up. Marlena crouched down. Taking Nita’s face in both hands Marlena gently kissed her and said, ‘I promise to love you as the slave that you’ve freely given.’

Marlena rose, tugged on the leash and directed Nita to her side and a step behind. ‘A most worthy slave,’ Marlena said. ‘She is mine.’

As for Chamberlin, she kept her eyes down. For once she didn’t strain against the leash.

‘Is this true?’ Parnell said.

Chamberlin nodded.

‘Then… Then I accept your submission,’ he said while placing a finger under her chin and lifting up her head. ‘You’ll find that any challenge to my authority will be met with the most strict discipline. I’ll watch you like a hawk.’

‘Yes, sir,’ Chamberlin said, and then the almost contempt, the always ready challenge that was so near the surface manifested. ‘If you can stay awake every minute.’

Someone drew in a sharp breath. Parnell froze, only for a moment then, from the edge of the overturned table, grabbed a discarded leather hood, probably the same one that had graced me. Quickly he brought it down on Chamberlin, expertly securing the punishment device about her head, lacing it up tight. In a flash the leather plug gag was snapped on followed by a white cloth blindfold wrapped several times about the pinprick eyeholes, ensuring total loss of sight. Parnell slapped leather cuffs on Chamberlin’s wrists, locked them together and then forced Chamberlin down, head to the floor in a kow-tow position, his boot lightly placed on her neck to prevent her from rising.

‘Start acting like the woman that I know you are,’ he said.

Chamberlin couldn’t verbally respond or even nod her head, but her cuffed hands, clenched in defiance, loosened.

‘Treat them well,’ Lawrence said. ‘We’ll all be watching you.’

‘Yes, watching. There’s that thing again,’ Parnell said. ‘We’ve all enjoyed this place, this little retreat, but with the fear that our every move has been scrutinized.’

‘The only ones to blame for that are yourselves,’ Lawrence said. ‘You all created the fear and tried to use it on each other. Marlena and Parnell thought they could take over control of this place by exploiting everyone’s mounting paranoia. Don’t deny it! This whole thing for finding out who owns this place was nothing more than a smoke screen for setting yourselves up as the ultimate power. And if Marlena and Parnell hadn’t tried it then one of you would have. Ashley, Ranya, or anyone else. And that includes slaves too.’ He shot a glance at Francesca. ‘Well, that’s not going to happen. Not now.’

Lady Ashley nodded. ‘Because you’re the ultimate power.’

‘I am not.’

Stunned silence.

‘What’re you talking about?’ Ranya said. ‘You’ve just claimed - ‘

‘I do not own this place, nor Club Odalisque. I am entrusted with it.’

Suspicion, plain on all their faces.

‘You will all stop this petty squabbling, this jockeying for power,’ Lawrence said, ‘because like Parnell said earlier, you’re not acting like the men and women, the masters, mistresses and slaves, that you know you are.’

‘What do you want?’ Lady Ashley said. ‘A fucking pussy dream filled with only hearts and flowers? That doesn’t sound like any SM group that I want to be around.’

‘Of course not! Conflict is part of the tension, the excitement. What you as doms have to do is start paying more attention to your slaves; what gets them turned on. It’s guaranteed that if you get your slave hot you’re going to have more than enough chances to dole out the punishments, and the rewards.’

‘And what if what turns them on is too far for others? Who decides how far is too far?’ Ranya said. ‘You? That’s hardly what I call objective. What guarantee do we have that you will not turn into a dictator?’

No one spoke. Stalemate.

Francesca cleared her throat. No one responded as each were caught up in their own thoughts with little regard for a slave’s call for attention.

Francesca did so again. A little louder.

‘Yes, yes!’ Ranya turned on her and snapped, ‘What is it, disgraced slave?’

‘Ma’am, uh, I mean, Mistress, please hear me? Privately?’

Ranya shook her head in impatience, but strode over, grabbed Francesca by the hair and practically dragged her to a distant corner near the door by the stairs. No one paid any attention, but I did. On the surface, it appeared like a slave begging for some favor, and Ranya’s face reflected the irritation of a dom who had far more important things to do than listen to a slave pleading for mercy. But as Francesca spoke Ranya’s expression changed to interest and then enlightenment. Both women glanced at me, followed by later, longer looks the more Francesca spoke. Then Ranya snapped her fingers for silence. Francesca shut up in mid-sentence, like a faucet suddenly turned off.

Ranya pointed for Francesca to return to her previous spot and the disgraced slave crawled there, but her eyes never left me. With each movement of hand, knee and leg, Francesca resembled a panther on the prowl, and I was her prey. As Francesca resumed her old posture of submission her back appeared straighter, her chin a little more thrust out while my own stomach twisted in knots.

While Francesca and I got into our mini stare down, Ranya huddled with the other doms in a quick conference. Lawrence’s hand subtly tightened on my leash. A deep frown lined his brow. Whatever was going on here wasn’t something for which he had planned. He was anxious and, because he was uncertain, a bolt of fear shot through me.

The quick, hushed meeting broke up and the doms confronted Lawrence as a solid group.

‘Very well, Master Lawrence,’ Ranya said. For the first time she used the title ‘Master’, but I got the definite feeling there was a price to pay for that. ‘We will accept you as judge, jury and executioner. But we have one, non-negotiable condition.’

Lawrence narrowed his eyes. ‘My guarantee?’

Ranya nodded. ‘We’ve all given up something; a small, yet significant submission to your will. You must give up something too. Something so that we can trust your decisions are honest.’

‘And I suppose my word isn’t good enough,’ Lawrence said.

‘No, not good enough,’ Ranya replied.

Lady Ashley spoke up. ‘There needs to be some give and take here. And there is one thing that you have that will hold you to your word.’

Lawrence drew a breath. Not a noticeable lungful, but enough to tell me since I was so physically close to him that he stalled for time.

‘You already have it,’ he said at last. ‘I have no privacy left. You all now finally know who I am. You can expose me to my relatives, my business colleagues whenever you want.’

Parnell shook his head. ‘We all know who each other is and after all this time together, shared our own secrets pretty much on where we’ve all come from, so that’s nothing unusual. What we need is a check and balance. You have her.’ He pointed at me.

Lawrence’s back stiffened even more. Again, not so the others noticed, but I did. ‘What are you saying?’

‘Just this. You know how fictitious superheroes all have one flaw, a weakness that keeps them from taking over the world? That slave whose leash you’ve got a death grip on is yours. You want judgment power over us, then give up your power over her.’

‘I don’t see how - ‘

‘That’s the price you pay for the power you wield. You give up your slave. She’s your guarantee. If two-thirds of us disagree with a decision you make, then we punish her, for your arrogance.’

Lawrence swallowed. A tiny twitch pulsed near the corner of his eye.

He said, ‘When - ‘

‘Tonight. Now. The slave will be taken to an undisclosed location.’

Lawrence pressed his lips together. ‘So. And which one of you will be her jailer?’

Ranya shook her head. ‘None of us. We’ve got our own slaves. Oh, we will punish her when the time comes, and it will. But we need not only someone with a dominant streak, but someone also able to follow orders if we are unable to punish the slave ourselves.’

All the dom’s eyes swept to Francesca. For her part, Francesca lasered her sightline straight to me, the panther virtually licking its chops.

Oh, shit. Oh SHIT!

Ranya slowly approached Lawrence, like she was still on unsure ground, that he might jump up and punch her for what she was about to do. ‘After six months she’ll be brought back. Consider that your probationary period. Then you’ll get her for visits. But from this point forward, she will no longer be your exclusive slave, but belong to us all. Subject to reward and punishment depending on your performance.’

Lawrence leaned an elbow on the chair’s arm, brought a half-closed fist up to his mouth. His eyes slowly closed once, then opened and met mine for the last time in a long time.

He didn’t need to say anything, I already knew his decision. But I could see it in his face, in the way he gripped my leash even tighter, that he would find a way, some way, to get me back, just for himself, just the two of us. But he had to give me up, because that was price for taking on this god-like role. I knew it, he knew it, but he didn’t know everything.

He didn’t know just how much I also needed to find fulfillment of this need, of the consuming drive that had brought me to this place. I was rich, independently wealthy due to my ability to set up shell corporations, hide people’s money, or just keep whatever they did secret, which explained the cash in the drawer back in the brownstone. With no shortage of money, I was free to pursue fulfilling my secret need. It drove me on, had brought me to this moment, and was also why that I had acted the way I did to rob myself of my own memories.

Yes. It was me. It was all me. Francesca was even more right than she could possibly know. I had no one to blame for all this but myself.

I had wanted to experience slavery, real slavery. And it wouldn’t work for me if I knew I had set up the whole thing. Well, it sure was real now. And it worked beautifully. I still didn’t know my real name, and no one knew who I was, no one knew, except now I knew that…

I am Conover.

I had selected and trained Lawrence as a master, hiding my identity, showing him just how far to push a slave to her limits, and beyond. Olive, Nita and Chamberlin were my guinea pigs. In the brownstone that I had bought anonymously under the Conover persona I used them, taped our sessions so that Lawrence could learn. And as things got deeper and darker, the more I pushed them the more I hated them for experiencing the real levels of submission they were satisfied with, but to me were nothing more than beginner stages. And the more I pushed them the more they loved me, and I loved them, and hated them even more.

Frustrated, I threw them away like garbage. Hurt and nearly broken they found new masters and mistresses; compliant Nita for Marlena, angry Chamberlin for Parnell, serene Olive for Ranya. And I was even more alone.

But when I found Lawrence, saw the potential in him, I played the part of Conover to teach, to train him to become the master I needed. And he did learn, an excellent student. Only it still didn’t work for me.

I needed to feel what it was really like to not just hand total, total control over to someone, but to never have that control to give up to begin with. So through Lady Ashley I had found a kink friendly shrink. I made an appointment under a fake name so that even Lorenz wouldn’t know my real name. I knew about his own involvement in the scene and thought he would be sympathetic, but he wasn’t comfortable with what I wanted, the extremity. So I threatened to expose him, ruin his career and he unwillingly hypnotized a willing patient who didn’t want to remember, but to forget.

Forget everything. Even forget that it was me who insisted on the post-hypnotic conditioning - the single word of ‘Trust’ - so that even if I wanted to, I couldn’t reveal that it was me who had set up all this. And prior to the hypnosis, as Conover’s last act, I texted and ordered Lady Ashley, Ranya, Parnell and Marlena to set up the sub-basement scene with Lawrence, to spur us both on our way. Through my need and his training, Lawrence and I would begin our perfect master-slave life with him as the ultimate power as Conover at Club Odalisque and The Ninth Circle. No matter what, no matter how much anyone would complain, as Conover Lawrence would rule, regardless of the price.

Even if that price was me.

And so, here I was gagged in front of all of these doms, but also unable to speak unless the whole thing came crashing down.

‘So, Master Lawrence,’ Parnell said. ‘Do we have a deal?’

Lawrence sat stone faced. His eyes turned away and without a word offered up my leash. Ranya gently plucked it from his fingers. With steady pressure she pulled me over to Francesca who stood and accepted her new role.

Ranya said, ‘Is there a place - ‘

‘I know exactly where to go, Mistress,’ Francesca said. ‘The slave won’t know where she is, and neither will anyone else here. And don’t worry. She won’t be kept like some princess. She’ll be treated like a slave. She’ll get her needed pussy and cock.’

With that Francesca yanked on my leash and I stumbled after her, down the stairs, and into my own self-created prison.




Epilogue


I haven’t spoken to anyone besides Francesca in months. At least I think it’s been months. I don’t know. I’ve kind of lost track of time.

In my spacious windowless room she sees to my basic needs of food, bathing, punishment and the occasional orgasm, either by her hand or some brought in anonymous cock. I cannot satisfy myself; my hands are mittened or I wear a chastity belt, so any chance I get to cum is like in a way, a holiday. And the intervals in between can sometimes get quite long. At least they feel like it. So long that I think I won’t ever cum again. But Francesca knows she must keep me in good shape. That was her promise to the doms at The Ninth Circle. So the time in between probably isn’t that long, but still when I’m allowed to cum I am always eager.

In the beginning I tried to tell Francesca that I am Conover, that I’m the one who really owns Club Odalisque and The Ninth Circle. After several tries she had enough and so whenever I even mentioned the name Conover I was punished, usually with a good whipping. It was almost like a game between us, if I felt the need for leather, or really any kind of attention, I invoked the name. But there were down sides. Francesca twice washed out my mouth with a bar of soap, like I had used some terrible curse word. So, no, I don’t use that word anymore.

God, how I fucking hate her!

As for where I am, nothing I do can get any information out of her. Not even the doms who come to punish me know where we are, Francesca’s security is that tight. I think I’m still in New York, but really could be anywhere. Once in a while I’m allowed outside without restraints, to exercise beneath a square patch of sky high overhead, surrounded on four sides by high, anonymous brick walls. Sometimes it is sahara hot, other times arctic cold. I might just as well be in a formless limbo. Then Francesca collects me and a master or mistress waits for me in my dungeon cell of a room and I am put through the SM grinder.

I am hung by my wrists, suspended from my ankles, tied spread eagle to the silk sheet bed, and endure the newly raised welts, the dark bruises, the butt plugs, the endless torture without any way to make them stop, no matter how much I beg. I am nothing more than what I secretly desired - a piece of flesh for pain and sex.

They all wear masks, so I can’t tell one from the other, but I eventually get a sense of individual styles and from that I’m fairly sure who is punishing me at a given moment. Marlena tends to leave me at the edge of orgasm, binding my hands in the leather mittens so I can’t pleasure myself after she leaves. Parnell gags me with a dildo shoved deep in my throat, then fucks me from behind. Lady Ranya and Lady Ashley torture me together, one with a strap-on thrust up my ass, the other with her mouth on my pussy and mine on hers. And Lorenz, oh yes, Lorenz. He gives me periodic physical examinations to make sure no permanent damage has occurred all with a medical detachment, to end with a session of pussy clips while his cock plunges down my ringgagged mouth. He also brings Hildee with him, I’m sure it’s her in spite of the hood she always wears. I know that red hair and pale skin, and once the bottom edge of the hood slipped, revealing gold lettering on her collar. I couldn’t see it all, only ‘Slave Hil’ but that was enough. So, she did get his collar. But here, in this room, he leaves her tied up in a corner, forced to watch while he shows her that she has no claim on him, that he’ll have any other slave when he desires. I hear her whimper sometimes. Probably not because she’s forced to watch her master with another slave, but that she wants, needs, her master to do to her what he does to me. So she who mind fucked others gets mind fucked. She has the master she deserves.

There are other doms too but those five, I call them the Five Fuckers, are the ones I dread, and relish, the most.

Then, one day, Francesca spreads me out, hanging spread-eagle in front of the sturdy four poster bed. She doesn’t leave and a new dom enters, one who hasn’t been here before, but one that I know so well.

He wears nothing but black bikini briefs - and no mask. But even if he did I would know him instantly with those squared shoulders, the strong legs, that wide, warm smile. Lawrence!

Has he come to fulfill his promise, to take me away so that we may at last be together?

‘Master,’ I breathe, and start to cry. ‘Master.’

‘Has she behaved herself?’ Lawrence asks Francesca. ‘Has she lived up to her purpose?’

‘Yes, sir,’ Francesca said. ‘A most exceptional slave. She does quite well…here.’

Lawrence doesn’t catch the hesitation, or pretends not to. But I do. I’m doing well…here. I do well in this room as a slave, which implies I won’t do well elsewhere.

I hiss, ‘Bitch!’

Lawrence raises his eyebrows. ‘You said she was doing well.’

‘This is her doing well,’ Francesca said. ‘We took some time to come to an understanding. The little slut kept trying to tell me that she really is Conover.’ She shakes her head. ‘Like I would believe that!’

‘But I am - ‘

Francesca is on me in a flash. Her open palm slaps my face and my ears ring. ‘Don’t you dare, you cunt!’

Through a haze of red I find Lawrence. His mouth is set in a grim line, just like that night when I was taken away, but in his eyes is understanding, and sympathy.

‘Leave us,’ he tells Francesca.

‘Uh, sir, I don’t think - ‘

‘You have your orders…slave. Or must I punish you also?’

At last, for the first time since Francesca gripped my leash, she is unsure. Francesca shifts from foot to foot, her face suddenly blushing in embarrassment, and fear. She has acted like a dom, my dom, for so long, that she has lost sight of her own submission. Lawrence’s suggestion that he would punish her is worse than her slapping me in the face.

‘Yes. I see you must be punished,’ Lawrence said. ‘You will wait for me, naked and kneeling, on the front step.’

‘The front step! But, sir, someone might see - ‘

‘Then let them. And if anyone asks you will tell them you are being punished for insolence.’

Francesca swallowed. ‘Y-Yes, sir.’

The door closed softly behind her.

Lawrence sighed. ‘That woman needs a master. I’ve been taking care of her, but it’s time for someone permanent and I’ve brought the right man. He’ll see her, and she’ll confess her misdeed and submit. Acting the part of The Dom does have some privileges, like putting two people together who need each other, and finding out just where you’ve been kept.’

‘But, but where are we? Where am I?’

Lawrence strolled over to me. ‘You are exactly where you are. I know that sounds like double-talk but no matter where, I can and will use you like the slave you are.’

His hand shot in to my pussy and I gasped. ‘Master!’

Lawrence’s other hand stroked my face, my hair. ‘I love you.’

‘I…I love you. Ah, master!’

Lawrence pinched my wet, soaked pussy lips. Fingers stroked and slowly, gently lifted the clit hood. Touched…

‘Ah!’

Quickly Lawrence released me from the spread eagle, the binding clips swinging away, the leather cuffs still on my wrists and ankles. Lifting me by the legs, my arms wrapped around his strong, broad back, we fell onto the bed together, his mouth on mine, tongue pushing deep, deep into my throat, to reclaim a possession he had long missed. Then his cock was inside me and my slick walls welcomed him, alive with a sexual energy that I hadn’t felt since he took me during that fateful interrogation and had named him Master.

‘Oh, god. Oh, god! I love you! I love you!’

When he came I thought I would die in ecstasy. His cum, sweet, hot cum, poured into me, filled me with his essence, took me even higher. And then I shook, convulsed, cried out in pleasure that spiraled into a ruin of bliss that I could experience only with him. Oh, this man. What does he do to me? How does he do it?

Because he knows who I am.

I look into his eyes and I see the truth there. He knows!

He is beside me and the understanding, the bond between us, is now complete. Unbreakable. Silence ruled as we lay in each other arms, our skin touching each other, as if we were melded as one. Eventually we stir and I sense a tension in him, a thing that must be said. But already I know and I say it first.

‘Conover must remain anonymous, master,’ I said.

‘Yes,’ he said. ‘Even after I bring you back to Club Odalisque or The Ninth Circle, no one must know. The legend has grown so much that even if the true Conover were revealed, with solid proof, no one would believe it.’

‘But… You know who I am…’

‘Yes, you are my slave. My love.’

‘And I remain a slave. So Conover orders.’

‘No. So your master orders.’

He took me in his strong, gentle arms again and I once more brought him inside me. Yes, it didn’t matter where we were, at Club Odalisque, The Ninth Circle, or even here in SM limbo, as long as we were together. And together we climbed the heights of ecstasy, and again, and again. I don’t know how many hours, days, he spent with me as I was bound, gagged and whipped. And I was grateful, truly grateful he didn’t stop, no matter how much I begged, no matter how many tears I shed. He would never stop.
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